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[bookmark: _Toc359349434]Chapter One
 
    
 
         Those stupid ass blue lines. I wish I’d just let the fucking doctor do the sonogram. But I was scared if I saw the baby I’d instantly make my decision. I can’t look after a kid, I can barely look after myself. I had a goldfish once, it died three days later… from choking on a stone. That fish sure loved the little stones at the bottom of its tank.  I don’t even remember its name… maybe Goldie or Fishy or something. See? Point proven. I’m useless, I’m irresponsible… oh god. I’m fucking pregnant.
 
    
 
        I let out an ear piercing scream and throw everything off the sink. It crashes to the ground but doesn’t satisfy my hunger for destruction. With another angry scream I kick the door open, stomp into my bedroom and start ripping clothes from my closet and throwing them. Because they aren’t going to fit me soon so now they are just offensive. 
 
        Strong arms wrap around me effectively stopping me in my tracks. Damn you Jacob Stone.
 
        “Must destroy offensive material,” I say robotically and turn in his arms. “I hate my life. I’m screwed, totally and utterly screwed!”
 
        He drags me out of my room and sits me at the breakfast bar. Then he puts a tumbler of whiskey in front of me. I stare at the amber liquid, my frustration rising. “I can’t fucking drink!”
 
        “Tell me what’s wrong, have a sip, it’ll calm you down,” he chuckles and stands in front of me.
 
        What’s wrong? What’s wrong is the man who loves me the man who I married to appease my father made me fall in love with him. Then I found his long lost brother and reunited them the same day I found out he thought I was cheating and got his own sweet revenge by cheating on me. And now we are divorced, and now I’m depressed. But to add to the situation. “That bastard planted his seed in me!” I shout and flick the glass. “No more alcohol. No more sexy body. No more boobs. No more damn freedom!”
 
        Jacob blinks and staggers back a couple of steps, “Shit babe.”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “You need to call him.” I will do no such thing. I need to call nobody right now. What I need to do is come to terms with all of this. “He’ll be over the moon.”
 
        He thinks I don’t know this… “One thing at a time. I need to go for the sonogram. Sort out the doctors. Call my shrink and fire her…”
 
        “Fire her?” his lips quirk and his eyebrow shoots up. “Why’s that?”
 
        I huff and stomp backwards and forwards across the tiled floor, “Because she’s not helped me at all. She tells me things I already know and then pretends she knows something about it.”
 
        “She probably does know something about it. Now stop diverting from the situation at hand. You’re pregnant. Congra...”
 
        “Don’t say it,” I screech and raise my hand. He stops, stares and laughs silently. We both stare at my belly where there’s an invasion going on. “I’m going to get fat.”
 
        “Yep.”
 
        “I’m going to be a single mom.”
 
        “No you’re not, James would never let you...” he trails off when he catches my glare. “This is all going to be fine. You’ll see.” Good save.
 
        “Whatever, let’s go… umm… well I can’t go drinking. Fuck. Let’s go for a walk. We can practice your lines on the beach. I want to be Penelope again. She’s cool,” I ramble and grab the scripts from the drawer under the counter. He shrugs, grabs his shades and links my arm through his. “I’m screwed.”
 
    
 
        He doesn’t disagree because he knows right now I’ll probably beat him if he does. Instead he drags me out into the sun and we head down onto the soft sand behind his house. I sit on the golden grains and open the white script. “Oh my dearest Georgie, how I do love the’,” I put on a high pitched tone and flutter my eyelashes at Jacob. He frowns and barks, “Read it properly bitch.”
 
        “Well I never,” flutter, flutter, pout, chin raise, pout. Smack, his booklet connects with the back of my head. “Shouldn’t hit a pregnant woman.”
 
        “Oh yeah, shit I’m sorry,” he looks concerned and panicked. I hold my stern face for all of three seconds before I charge with a battle cry worthy of the big screens, dive on his back and hit him repeatedly on the head with my own book. He cries out and drops us onto the sand. “Bitch.”
 
        “I already know that. Next time be more creative,” I wink at him and start reading properly. My mind isn’t on the script, or the soft sands or the gentle breeze. It’s on the invader, Jacob was right. James will be thrilled. He’ll drag me straight back to the city and be there every step of the way. Which is exactly why I’m not telling him right now. Or anyone for that matter. Right now I need to sort out me. Right now I regret the divorce, I regret my reaction to the whole affair. I understand why Jessica is angry at me because he did fuck up but he was there when I fucked up. He was hurting, I was lying, and I made him paranoid rather than just choosing to tell him the person I was sneaking off to see was his potential brother. Of course I’m angry about what he did and I doubt I’ll ever be able to have sex with him again…
 
    
 
   Now aint that the biggest lie I ever heard.
 
    
 
   And my libido is back. With a bite and apparently a southern accent. Go figure.
 
    
 
   He forgave you instantly when he found out about Frankie and Paul.
 
    
 
   That was my conscience unfortunately. She’s been speaking up a lot recently. 
 
    
 
        So ok, maybe I could forgive him. Could have forgiven him. The fact is I can’t forget. I’m not as strong as him or as tolerant or patient. This baby will bring us together until it’s born and then what? Most relationships end under the strain. My head would be all over the place, even more so than usual and as you can see that would be a lot. Plus the Frankie and Paul thing happened before we were together. So completely irrelevant to the situation, that was my past, I can’t be blamed for actions before him. It’s so not fair.
 
        Maybe I should just hand it over to Sylvia, she knows what she’s doing. Yeah, that’s a good idea. Give it to James and Sylvia. 
 
    
 
   You really are a heartless bitch.
 
        Yep, all aspects of my brain are against the most prominent part. I like to call her irrationality. I run on irrationality like a car runs on fuel. All of this you’re hearing right now is being told by her. Or me. Hell I think I’m crazy, referring to myself as several people. Ah well. As long as I don’t say it out loud I think I’ll be fine. I’ve not started to lick windows yet. 
 
    
 
        “Why are you licking the air… do you know what? I don’t want to know,” Jacob sighs and rolls onto his back. He continues reading, so do I but I also make little piles of sand on his chest. Then I start drawing in them. I give him a heart, then I break it, then I make a stick figure with a sword getting eaten by what should be a crocodile but unfortunately it doesn’t all fit on his chest so it looks like the stick figure is standing by a huge turd. “You’ve memorized the lines haven’t you?”
 
        I shrug nonchalant and pat his chest clean of sand. “Probably.”
 
        “Damn, I’m jealous of your memory.”
 
        I’m jealous of your tan and your lack of womb. 
 
        My phone rings after twenty minutes of script reading. As if by fate James is calling. Gah.
 
        “Hey,” I answer a little too cheerfully and actually punch myself in the head because that was so completely not smooth. Normally I answer with. “Yeah? What?”
 
        “Hey to you too,” he says sounding relieved. 
 
        “I actually need to talk to you,” Shut up. Shut up now. Irrationality, back down bitch. “It’s important.”
 
        “Oh,” he sounds shocked. “What’s wrong? Are you ok?”
 
        “No, I mean, yes. I mean no.” Sigh. You’re pathetic. Give her a chance. “I’m pregnant.” Nice one. Clap. Clap. Clap. You did well. Give her a break. GET OUT OF MY DAMN HEAD! 
 
        “W… what?” his voice cracks. Is he going to cry again? “Are you fucking kidding me?” He’s angry. That’s unexpected. And then the line goes dead and Jacob is staring at me wide eyed.
 
        “He thinks it’s not his,” he shrugs and that little piece of the angry James puzzle clicks into place. Of course he does, I’ve not seen him for three months and we’ve not had sex for four. Which makes me how far along?   Oh god.
 
    
 
        I call him back. “What?” he growls and clears his throat. “If you’re looking for a congratulations you can go…”
 
        “Shush!” I hiss harshly, effectively silencing him. “Before you say something you regret it’s yours.”
 
        Silence for about twenty seconds then, “W… what?” his voice cracks again. “Really?”
 
        “No, not really. I’m telling you to be a bitch.” Sarcastic much. “Yes. It’s yours. I found out this morning.” And I wasn’t going to tell you but as per usual irrationality sank her claws into my brain and took over. 
 
        Jacob motions to the house. I nod and scramble to my feet, feet that I won’t be able to see in a few months. 
 
        “This is…” he breathes out a deep breath and I hear banging.
 
        “You’re jumping up and down and silently screaming with glee aren’t you?” I deadpan.
 
        “Hell yes I am. Fuck. Maya this is brilliant. I’m coming to get you.” Whoa, this is why I didn’t want to tell him. Thanks a lot Irrationality. Actually it was me. Your conscience. Right, definitely crazy.
 
        “No you’re not.”
 
        “But I want to be there.”
 
        “And you will be there. Just not until the intruder is out. I’m not leaving LA.”
 
        “Why?” Good question.
 
        “Because I don’t want to.” Shit answer.
 
    
 
        “You can’t do this. I’ll be down as soon as possible.” I hear a door close. “Carlos, get me a flight to LA for as soon as possible.”
 
        “Hello Maya!” Carlos shouts. I decide not to reply because he can’t hear me and by the sound of a door closing I figure James is back in his office. Cancelling meetings so he can come here, tie me up and take me back to the city. Maybe he’ll use handcuffs
 
    
 
   That would be sweet.
 
    
 
   After last time? Maybe not such a good idea.
 
    
 
        “I want to be there. Let me. We’ll forget all of this that’s happened. I won’t even pester you. Just don’t let me miss this.”
 
        “I’ll send you weekly pictures and updates.” Bitch, bitch, bitch. Horny, horny, horny. Crazy, crazy, crazy. “Now that’s settled…”
 
        “Don’t you dare hang up on me? I’ll be down tonight.” He pauses, a drawer opens then closes. “I miss you. I love you.”
 
        “Me too,” I admit and a shuddering breath leaves my body as the weight of pain that I felt when we first broke up hits me square in the chest. “But it’s not enough.”
 
        “I’m just glad I’m getting another chance to prove myself.” Prove himself? Hell, I don’t deserve him, I never did. “I’m coming for you.”
 
        “Sounds like something a serial killer would say to his victim.”
 
        “I’m more of a serial fucker when it comes to you, and yes. You will be my victim.” He chuckles, man I’ve missed his shitty humor that’s so shitty it’s funny. “Have you told Lucas yet? He’ll be thrilled.” Of course he will be, because you are both so much alike it’s unreal.
 
        “No, only me, you and Jacob now know. Jacob found out first because I trashed the bedroom.” I slide onto the couch and rest my head in Jacob’s lap. “Bless him.”
 
        There’s silence for a moment, he loves his dramatic pauses. “You’re still living with him?” His voice is barely above a whisper.
 
        “Yeah, we’re roomies.” He sighs with relief, I roll my eyes. “Jacob and I aren’t like that. Not that it’s any of your business.”
 
        “You’re right, it’s not my business,” pause. “Yet.” He’s really sure of himself apparently. “I’m going. I’ll be there at midnight.”
 
        “I’ll pick you up from the airport.” Because it’s useless to tell him not to come. “If you want.”
 
        “You should sleep. In your condition.” Yes because I’m now an invalid. Sigh. Then a realization hits me. I could really milk this. “Stay in bed. I’ll hire a car.”
 
        “Fine,” I grumble and gulp down a glass of water. “I’m going.”
 
        “Thank you Maya.” For? He answers my inner monologue. “For forgetting to take your pills.”
 
        Cheeky bastard, I did not forget, I just forgot they didn’t work for the first month. Should have been more careful but it never even crossed my mind. “You can tell Lucas if you want. At least you’ll sound happy about it when you tell him.”
 
        “You’ll be a great mom Maya. I know it.”
 
        Whatever you say. Beep. The beep was the phone line going dead in case you were wondering. 
 
    
 
        I head to bed early, by early I mean five in the afternoon. Not to sleep, just to think and surf the internet, scouring the baby pages. Buggies, prams, clothes, bottles, and lots of different things I know nothing about. Diapers. Diaper sacks. Baby shampoo. Do babies even have hair? 
 
        I don’t want this. 
 
    
 
        Fear is a good emotion. Without fear we would not be brave.
 
    
 
         But I don’t want to be brave. I want to be free. Which reminds me of a song I love.
 
    
 
         “I want to break free! I want to break free!” so yeah, I’m singing at the top of my lungs now whilst jumping on my bed, hairbrush in one hand the other swinging wildly above my head. The song is playing on my laptop. “I want to break free from your lies, you’re so self-satisfied I don’t neeeeeeeed you.” Jump, spin, jump, jump. “God knows, God knows I want to break free!”
 
    
 
         “I’ve fallen in love! I’ve fallen in love for the first time, and this time I know that it’s real,” Jacob jumps onto the bed beside me, takes my hands as we jump and sing together. Then he falls to one knee and starts banging his head whilst doing the air guitar. Dude can sing. 
 
        Once the song is over we flop down onto the bed and giggle. I snort giggle. Still have that problem I’m afraid, it only makes Jacob laugh louder. “That was fun.”
 
        “Yeah,” I breathe and put on Girls just want to have fun. “One minute. Don’t press play until I say.” He grins and rests on his side with his finger hovering over the space bar. 
 
        I vanish into my closet which has been tidied by the cleaner whilst we were out. Woman works fast. I grab a grey feather boa, it’s not mine! It was already here, I swear! Next I grab some sun glasses, pull a silver skirt over my shorts and shout, “READY!” The song comes on, I exit and start singing. Jacob howls with laughter, his phone filming me as I lean against the closet door frame and bop my hip up and down. “And hide her away from the rest of the world.” I start strutting and spinning around the room. Jacob places the phone on my bed side table and joins me, steals my feather boa and struts along with me singing at the top of his lungs. Best day ever. 
 
    
 
       “I look like an idiot,” he sighs as we watch the video play back. 
 
       “You look like a YouTube hit, imagine the press over this!” Resting my elbows on the counter I grin evilly. “I could sell this for a fortune.”
 
       “So could I.”
 
       “Yeah but they know me to do crazy things. It’s who I am. You however are private,” I squeal when he pinches my hip. Then reality slams me back down. “I’m not going to be able to be crazy anymore.”
 
        “Don’t be an idiot, I would’ve loved to have a mom like you. You’ll be awesome. You’ll be the female version of the dad on American Pie.” 
 
        “He’s embarrassing!”
 
        Jacob shrugs and sips his can of Coke. “You’ll be awesome. Don’t worry.” But I am worrying. How can I not worry? “So, James will be here later? I’ll get him from the airport.”
 
       “He said he’s hiring a car.” Sigh. “I’m really looking forward to seeing him.”
 
    
 
        He smiles softly, silently telling me he’s not surprised. I haven’t meant to act like a love sick, heartbroken fool, I’ve tried not to but when thoughts of James overtook my brain, things just got bad. My emotions have been erratic at best, I’m constantly arguing with myself which my shrink says is normal. So no need to worry about the two other females in my head, Conscience and Libido. Although they are irritating. I definitely prefer the main contender, Irrationality. She makes me do crazy things. 
 
        “How’s your mom?”
 
        He scratches the back of his head and shrugs, “She’s getting better. Like you. Although she doesn’t have a quirky mind to cheer her up. When she gets bad, she really falls. You know?” I nod, Tracy, his mom really took it hard. I’m not surprised. All I saw were pictures of the deed, she walked in on her husband screwing the woman from next door in their marital bed. I’d have murdered the fucker, just saying.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349435]Chapter Two
 
    
 
        There’s movement on the bed, a cool arm slides under my neck. I hear whispering and my door closing. Hmm, nice dream. A solid body curls into me, enveloping my entire body with warmth, a large hand covers my stomach as soft lips press against the curve of my neck. This is what dreams should be about. I smile and turn into the warmth before sleep claims me.
 
    
 
        Hot, heavy, suffocating, can’t breathe, need to pee. Who the hell is squeezing me so tight? “James?” I mumble and peek up through my lashes. He blinks his eyes open and smiles that smile that I claimed not too long ago. The gorgeous smile that has my heart fluttering and makes my knees weak. “Hey.” Points for being smooth. Shut up. Bite me. 
 
        “Hey,” he whispers back and kisses my nose. I press my forehead into his neck and shut my eyes. It’s safe to say I wasn’t, nor am I dreaming. “I miss you Maya.”
 
        “Yeah,” Me too, I think but I don’t say it out loud because I shouldn’t say it. No matter how conflicted my thoughts are, I shouldn’t even be laying with him right now. Instead I am laying with him and I’ve locked my thoughts, of any events that broke us, somewhere safe for another time. For now I’m going to let him enjoy his news.
 
    
 
        “AUNTIE MAYA!” there’s a little female scream and a thud as the little blonde haired green eyed girl jumps onto the bed straight onto James who grunts, laughs and starts tickling her. 
 
        “Hey,” I grin. How I’ve missed this little angel. “Where’s daddy?”
 
        “Here,” comes a voice from the doorway. I turn over and smile even broader at the man leaning against the doorframe his green eyes twinkling. Wrapping my arms around the little girl I climb out of bed with her clinging to my hip and neck. I pad over to Lucas and hug him tight, he looks great in beige shorts and a white wife beater, and he’s even had his hair cut so it’s now short and spikey. “How are you?”
 
        “Pregnant,” I respond as if that explains all. I turn to glare at James, “Just because I hugged you doesn’t mean I’m not mad at you for filling my womb you ass.”
 
        He chuckles and rolls out of bed. “Let’s have breakfast and go to the beach.”
 
       “Jacob just left, said he’d be back later and to make ourselves at home,” Lucas explains and takes Amelia from me. “He’s a nice guy.”
 
        “That he is,” and it’s true, Jacob is lovely and now has the leading spot of best friend. Apart from Marie. I should call Summer, we haven’t spoken in ages, and I hate it when we drift apart but Summer and I have always been like this. When we do start talking again it’s like we never left. I think everyone has a friend like this. “Come on, I’ll cook us something.”
 
        I wrap my robe around myself and lead them through to the kitchen. James instantly wraps his arms around me from behind as I grab ingredients from the refrigerator. He doesn’t let go while I mix, doesn’t let go while I load it all into the pan and still doesn’t let go as I serve the pancakes ten minutes later soaked in syrup with a side of bacon. He finally let’s go to help me place the plates on the table.
 
       “So, fill me in on what’s been going on,” I say around a yawn and chop up Amelia’s food for her. She starts munching happily, I smile and kiss her forehead, laughing when she pushes me away. Never get in-between Amelia and her food.
 
        “Amelia just started a private school, the one you went to,” Lucas grins proudly and slaps James on the back. “We’re still in your old apartment.”
 
        “His old apartment.”
 
        “Don’t split hairs,” James laughs and places his hand on my thigh. The warmth of his hand tingles straight to my groin. I concentrate on eating.
 
    
 
   Spoil sport.
 
    
 
   Whore.
 
    
 
        “They’re moving there permanently, it’s safe, it’s nice and has everything they need.”
 
        “My bedroom pink now!” Amelia shouts and wipes her sticky mouth on the back of her hand. “And I got toys. Lots and lots.” I feel a little guilty for not being there for Lucas during his introduction to his new family. 
 
        “That’s fantastic, is Uncle James spoiling you?” Grinning I lean over and wipe her hands with the baby wipes I got ready whilst serving. You should always think ahead when a child is involved. James scratches the back of his head and smiles sheepishly, “I can’t help it. I see something she’ll like I get it.”
 
        “Good, as you should. Princesses like us need to be spoilt don’t we Amelia?” I smirk smugly. “What a lesson to teach a child,” Lucas chuckles and throws a balled up napkin at me. “Man this is good grub.”
 
        “I never said I was a good role model,” winking at him I turn back to Amelia. “Hawthorn’s is a great school. She’ll do well there. Do you like it?”
 
        “Yeah, my teacher is funny.” She states and fills her mouth again. 
 
        “How’s the company?”
 
        “It’s missing you, I didn’t realize how much you did until you were gone,” James’ eyes cloud over with sorrow.
 
        “Yeah, I am awesome.”
 
        “And not modest in the slightest.”
 
        “With a brain like this and boobs like these. Who needs modesty?” 
 
        Lucas laughs as he watches our exchange, “She hasn’t changed a bit.”
 
        “Give it a couple of months and you’ll be taking that back,” I grumble and pout like a petulant child. “This sucks. I can’t believe I’m pregnant. I loath you James Freeman.”
 
        He grins, totally proud of himself and lifts my hand to his lips. “It’s fate.”
 
        “It is sperm and an egg. Happens to almost everyone.” 
 
        “You’re so crude,” Lucas adds as we clear our plates. I lift Amelia onto the counter and wash her down with a damp cloth. “Honey, if you aren’t used to my mouth yet you aint never gonna be.” I playfully flick Amelia’s nose and put her on the ground before giving her a gentle kick on her rear as she runs to the location of her toys. Or most likely my make-up. She’s a mini me in the making. Poor Lucas. “Why don’t you go get Amelia dressed? We’ll go to the beach.”
 
        “Sounds like a plan,” he agrees and practically skips out of the room. I stifle my laugh in my fist. Imagine this, a huge not to mention down right sexy man skipping from the kitchen and into the hall with a goofy grin on his face. Yeah, funny as hell. 
 
        “Stop staring at my brother’s ass,” James chuckles in my ear. I elbow him in the gut making him grunt and smile cheekily, “I can’t help it. His ass is a lot like yours.”
 
        “Then stare at mine instead.”
 
        “But his is taboo. Forbidden fruit.”
 
        His body shakes with laughter as he sighs, “Not this conversation again.”
 
        “Obviously this conversation is one that is going to pop up on many occasions in the future. I still think you’re the best though.” And it’s true. Apart from Jacob, Jacob is very close in the running for that award. It’s unfortunate we’re platonic.
 
        “Great to know,” he slaps my own ass and follows me to my bedroom.
 
    
 
        I pull out a large bag and fill it with towels and sunblock. Without modesty I strip off completely nude, ignoring James’ heated gaze and quickly change into my black bikini with a silver hoop in between my breasticals. Then I tie a white see through sarong around my hips and braid my hair to the side. I add only mascara, because I’ll get sweaty and I want a tan which is near impossible if you’re wearing makeup that is melting down your face.
 
        “Fuck,” he mumbles, making me turn. Then his lips are on mine. I kiss him back, passionately desperately, god I’ve missed him. Then suddenly I’m kissing bony blonde, on his desk. My hand comes up and clamps over his mouth. He steps back, his breath heaving. “What’s wrong?”
 
        “Nothing,” I lie cheerfully. “Just… don’t want to be late.”
 
        He helps me put on a layer of sunblock and changes into sexy grey swim trunks. I then do him… his sunblock I mean and grab Amelia so I can do hers. She looks adorable in a pink frilly bathing suit and is being a pain in the ass and fidgeting whilst I’m trying to rub her down. “Keep still kid. Or it won’t sink in and you’ll end up sticky and covered in sand.”
 
        Not like she cares, she tells me as much too. Cheeky little monkey. I love it. She’s hilarious and so much fun. Lucas uses it after us, I have to do his back for him. James doesn’t like this but he’s a guy and guys apparently don’t rub each other with lotion. I open my mouth to retort with something witty and probably down right disturbing but they both slap a hand over my mouth, this of course makes me laugh. In fact, a lot of things make me laugh.
 
    
 
        We finally get down to the beach and set up the towels. I put a sun parasol above Amelia’s, not that she’s using it, to keep her in the shade. She’s already collecting shells and paddling in the ocean with Lucas hot on her heels. 
 
        “I can see why you like it here,” James says suddenly, snapping me from my thoughts. “It is pretty amazing.” I nod in agreement. 
 
    
 
        “Please come home. I don’t want to miss this.” His hand goes to my belly and stays there as he looks intently in my eyes. “Please.”
 
        “I’m not… ready. Things will just…”
 
        “It’ll be perfect. I promise. Me, you, the baby. We don’t have to be together. You know how badly I want to be a father. How badly my mother wants to be a grandmother. Please.” I sigh but I don’t relent. At most, for now I’ll think about it. “I’ll give it some serious consideration.”
 
        “I’m sorry, for what I did.”
 
        “I know.” 
 
        “I’ve regretted it every day since.”
 
        I know that too. “I know James. I just…” God. This is difficult. “Don’t know how to forget.”
 
        “Christ Maya, you have no idea,” He’s cut off by a bucket of water getting thrown at us. Making him yelp and me scream and spit the salty fluid from my mouth. James gets up and starts chasing Lucas and Amelia across the deserted, private beach. It’s shared with five other homes but none of them are out. I giggle, snort giggle, like a pig as James skids and falls backwards onto his butt which gives Amelia more time to fill up her bucket and dump it over his head.
 
        I scoop up Amelia as she’s running past and throw her over my shoulder before running towards the calm waves. “Dude, stop staring at my woman’s ass,” I hear James hiss along with a slapping noise.
 
        “I can’t help it, it’s a lot like yours actually,” Lucas copies me from earlier in a high pitched voice. Even Amelia laughs along with James and myself. I flip them both off and drop her in the sea where we spend a good twenty minutes splashing each other.
 
        Upon returning to the sand I lather us both with more sunblock and turn onto my stomach. James undoes my straps for me. I hate tan lines. 
 
        “So you and Lucas are bonding well? What did sinus blocker think?” Sinus blocker is his mom. I call her this because miraculously every time we have planned a meeting in the past I suddenly got a ‘cold’. He, he. Commencing evil laugh full blast. Seriously in need of a fluffy cat. 
 
        “Who?”
 
        Oh yeah, I only call her that in my mind. Right. “Your mother.” He just rolls his eyes in response to my insult.
 
        “Well Lucas and I are great as you can see. Catching up on years lost. My mom, she’s happy for me. She has Amelia quite a lot.”
 
        “Actually she kidnaps her,” Lucas snorts and plops down beside me. “She shows up, says pack a bag Amelia we’re off. And that’s that.”
 
        James nods with a huge smile on his face, “You were right. She was really happy for me.”
 
        “I always am right baby.” Why the hell did I say baby? “James. Man. Person.” Good save.
 
    
 
        That was more of a splutter.
 
    
 
        I’d like to splutter on him.
 
    
 
        Yeah… welcome to my mind. Population three.
 
    
 
        “Crazy.” He shakes his head in amusement and turns me over so his form towers over me and his head shadows my face from the sun. He makes sure my nungas are covered as I retie the straps.
 
        I hold up my finger and thumb and squint, “Just a little bit.”
 
        He grins, places his hand on my naval and leans forward to press his lips against my still flat stomach, “And a little bit of us.”
 
        “I hope she gets my nose.”
 
        “She?” Lucas asks.
 
        “What’s wrong with my nose?” James asks feigning offense. 
 
        I flick the tip and shrug, “Nothing. I just prefer to look at mine. And yes Lucas, definitely a she. Not a he.” I glare at James. “If you have planted a boy in me I will unman you.” And it’s true I shall do just that.
 
    
 
   No you won’t.
 
    
 
        It’s not that I don’t like boys, I just don’t have anything in common with a boy. A girl I’ll be able to dress in frill and lace and help her do her hair and makeup and things along those lines so at least she won’t hate me completely. Boys smell. They’re yucky. I still haven’t dropped that belief that my dad imprinted on me from the age of four. Boys are yucky and gross and they give you cooties. 
 
    
 
    
 
        We come back inside at lunch time. The house keeper who I’ve actually seen only four times since I moved in quickly runs out of the kitchen like a skittish mouse or something. I know Jacob pays her to be nearly invisible. He hates the fact he’s lazy enough to have a house keeper and seeing her just reminds him of that. Lucas and James both look at me in question, I just shrug and start pulling sandwich stuff from the refrigerator. I’m feeling a chicken and chorizo sub on seeded bread with chili mayonnaise. Mm.
 
        “She makes the best sandwiches ever,” Lucas says as I get to work. James hums in agreement. I shoot them both a smile over my shoulder and switch the radio on. “So, are you coming home?”
 
        “I doubt Jacob will want a screaming newborn in the house,” James adds. This is true, but it’s not necessarily an urgent matter as of yet. “I’d love my screaming newborn in my house.” Yeah. I’m sure you will buddy. I totally ignore them and hum whilst I fill the subs. “It’s not up for discussion yet apparently.”
 
        “We’ll just have to show her what she’s missing.” Apparently because I’m ignoring them I’m suddenly no longer in the room. Go figure. 
 
        “Auntie Maya, come home,” Amelia says sweetly and flutters her little eyelashes. I blink and glower at her father who holds his hands up in surrender and points to James. So I glower at James who does the same but points at Amelia. And Amelia bless her little heart points at both of them. “Pwease.”
 
        “Maybe,” I respond and kiss her forehead. I place the food on the table and grab a few drinks from the refrigerator, giving Amelia a fresh orange. I wasn’t allowed soda until I was sixteen. Really. But I’m glad because my teeth are in top form. “Stop using a little girl to conspire against me.” 
 
        “What’s cospire?”
 
        “Conspire sweetie, it means they’re ganging up on me and using you because they know I can’t say no to your gorgeous little face,” I explain as simply as possible and hand her a four inch sub. She nods like a tiny adult and takes a huge bite, a bite that would rival that of a lions. Wow. Her little legs swing beneath her as she eats happily. Damn this kid will eat anything and enjoy it.
 
    
 
   Nah, you’re just a good cook.
 
    
 
        I thought you were a humble Conscience? I’m confused. My own mind is giving me a headache. If that makes sense. It sure does to me. 
 
        This reminds me of a time, let me first say drugs are bad, when I was in high school I was a cheerleader for a short amount of time. I hung around with the captain a lot. What was her name? Yikes. I can’t remember. Sally or something like that. Anyway, so we went to the patch. The dead ground in the woods I’ve mentioned before and this guy was handing out mushrooms. Shrooms as more commonly known, or magic mushrooms, or psychedelic mushrooms I think. She took one, I didn’t. I get my high from life not from the dangerous shit life sometimes offers. Well, it didn’t go well. At first she was all, “Oh my god. I can see a horse.” Then she was all. “Oh my god there’s a penguin on the horse and it wants to eat me.” I kid you not. These were her exact words. Funny how I can remember this and not her name. So she started freaking out and running around, after half an hour of chasing her she started stripping and clawing at her skin. We had to pin her down. 
 
        And the reason this reminds me of that is because after a while she started arguing with herself about her shoes, much like I argue with myself about sex and other things. Apparently Sally A didn’t like them but Sally B did. We are calling her Sally now because the story is pointless without a name behind it. “But the heel is too thick,” she cried. “No it’s not. It’s perfect. A stiletto would have sank into the mud.” And that went on for an hour before she threw up and crashed. I’ll never forget that night, it’s the night I first met Paul. He went out with James to search for me with my dad after a failed attempt of me sneaking out. 
 
        Paul and James found me drunk out of my mind and dancing around a tiny fire with a bottle of vodka in my hand surrounded by my friends. Fortunately James has never brought up that night because I’m pretty sure I came onto him and offered him my virginity on the hood of his car. And then I threw up all over Paul’s shoes and took a pee in a bush where I got ant bites all over my ass. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349436]Chapter Three
 
    
 
        Nope, really not looking forward to this. At all. James and I are sat in cold green padded chairs at my new doctor’s office. He’s been in LA two days now and has been bouncing with excitement for this. I swear I’ve never seen a more backwards relationship than ours. It’s ridiculous. 
 
        “Maybe we should go shopping?” he suggests. He hates shopping. “For baby stuff. You’ll feel it more then, right?”
 
        “No.”
 
        “Please.”
 
        “No.” I flick through the year old magazine. Huh, I’m in this one. “Look, it’s a notice for our wedding day.”
 
        James grins, his jaw working as he chews on a piece of gum. “That’s great. Hopefully there’ll be another one soon.”
 
        “Umm…” I’m about to slap him upside the head but my name is called. Time to go in. “Let’s just go home. Maybe if we don’t look at it, it’ll swim away.”
 
        James laughs out loud, startling the other patients and pushes me into the room after my extremely tall, red headed doctor. I liked her the other day, then she told me I was pregnant and tried to force me into a sonogram. 
 
        “Hey mommy, is this daddy?” Why’s she calling me mommy? She’s older than me by about twenty years. 
 
    
 
   Because you’re pregnant dumbass!
 
    
 
   Hahahahahah.
 
    
 
   Shut up!
 
    
 
        “Yes, I’m the dad,” he raises his hand and smiles as I lay on the table bed thing. “And I’m excited enough for the both of us.”
 
        “Any chance the machine isn’t working?” I grumble, she rolls her eyes. Are doctors allowed to do that? With a huff I lay on the bed and lift up my top. She squirts some gel on my stomach after rolling a machine over and gets the prong ready.
 
        Then the door bursts open and sinus blocker Sylvia walks in.
 
        I grab the doctor’s sleeve, and with feigned panic I hiss, “Get the holy water.” James pulls me back, his body shaking with laughter. The doctor rolls her eyes but this time giggles a little herself.
 
        “Mom, I told you to stay at home.” The woman doing the ultrasound bursts out laughing, no doubt at my joke after realizing this woman is my mother in law. “Sorry,” she mumbles and calms herself.
 
        Sylvia dismisses me and kisses James on the head, “Nonsense. I want to be here to witness this.” Witness what? I don’t like her snarky undertone. 
 
        “You know what, suddenly I’m feeling ill,” I go to sit up but the doctor pushes me back down. 
 
        “Come on,” Sylvia says and rubs her hands together excitedly. James whispers something to her, he looks angry. When he catches my eye he grips my hand and smiles reassuringly. What’s going on?
 
        The doc starts moving the strange plastic thing over my belly and begins clicking on her computer. She turns the screen. I see it, I see a grey head, a green/black background, and a constant flicker in the center. An arm twitches and little legs are curled to its chest. “You are, fifteen weeks and three days,” she says with a smile. “Would you like to know the sex?” 
 
        “Ask him,” I point to James with my thumb. Too busy staring at the screen. 
 
        “Yeah,” he says, his voice barely above a whisper. He clears his throat and repeats himself. “Yes. I’d like to know.”
 
         She moves the thing across my belly and clicks a few more times, “You’re having a boy.”
 
         “WHAT?” I screech and go to sit up but James has me by the shoulders. He kisses me forehead, staring at the screen looking extremely happy. I’m numb. So damn numb I could get a piercing through my nose and not feel it. Fuck. 
 
        “I’m going to be a grandmother,” Sylvia beams and they start talking about pictures and weight and 3D sonograms and such. Sylvia also announces the fact I’ll need to be transferred back to a city doctor. James chastises her. I remain silent, I now have a picture in my hand of the intruder. Photographic evidence that my life is over. Great. “I’m sorry for doubting you.” Sylvia says. 
 
        I shrug, still numb and ignore James’ concerned gaze. I’m officially stupefied. Like on Harry Potter. I feel like Neville when Hermione zapped him and he froze. That’s me. A wizard has done this, yes, that must be it, because right now I can’t even hear Conscience or Libido in my mind. Fuck. 
 
        “You ok?” James asks and helps me into the passenger seat. I don’t reply, I rest my forehead against the window and look out at whatever scenery passes us by. “Babe.”
 
        “I’m going to my hotel, we’ll meet for dinner,” Sylvia says and taps me on the shoulder. “You’ll be ok.”
 
        I ignore her too, because as I’ve explained before I’m agitated and snappy and I just want to be left alone. 
 
        “I’m going to have a son,” James pearly white smile catches the corner of my eye. “This is great. I’m sorry we didn’t get a girl but we’ll love him all the same right?” Right. Because I’m so responsible and mature. He doesn’t expect me to answer, he just reaches over and takes my hand in his and gives it a gentle squeeze. It does little to cheer me up. Why’s he even here? This is all his fault.
 
    
 
   Now, now. Let’s not take our anger out on James.
 
    
 
   Take that aggression out sexually. That way you’ll be able to hurt him and you’ll both enjoy it.
 
    
 
   Wise up, grow up. You’re about to have a baby.
 
    
 
   Your vagina will be ruined.
 
    
 
   Not true because then no mom would ever have sex again.
 
    
 
        I stay silent as we walk into the house, I stay silent as I open the refrigerator and grab a bottle of water. I stay silent as I pad upstairs and into my bedroom. The only noise I make at this point is the slamming of my door and the rustling of the blanket as I pull it back and climb under it. 
 
        Snot, diapers, poop, snot, poop, pee, drool. That’s going to be my life in five months. Five damn months! Not seven, not eight but fucking FIVE! GAH!
 
        The door opens and closes, the bed dips and I hear James let out a long breath. “Are you ok?”
 
        “No.”
 
        “Do you want to talk about it?”
 
        “I don’t want a baby. Not yet. Not ever.” I sniff and it’s then I realize I’m crying. “Go away.” He doesn’t, he just curls up behind me and tucks me into his body. My personal James body glove. “Leave me alone James.”
 
        He shakes his head and kisses the curve of my neck. That’s all he says, if it counts as a response, as I lay here sniveling like a kid and clinging to him like a monkey. I can’t help it. This is not good news, I need a whiskey.
 
        “Why’s your mom here?” I ask after half an hour of crying. My eyes are puffy, my nose is red and I sound like I have a cold. Attractive. 
 
        “She didn’t believe the baby was mine, because you’ve been here for two months with another man,” he states, completely monotone. I shrug, “I don’t much care what she thinks. She has no right to be angry at me.”
 
        “I totally agree. It was me that fucked up. But she is my mom, she saw me hurting and saw you as the cause. Plus the way you walked out after signing the papers was pretty harsh. You didn’t even hesitate.”
 
        “Like they say when you’re about to bungee jump. Don’t stop to think, just jump. Or the fear will kick in,” I pad into the bathroom and wash my face. “If I didn’t sign right away I doubt I would’ve done at all.” This last part is to myself. “You should go home.”
 
        “Not without you,” he comes up behind me and rests his chin on my shoulder. “Please. I don’t want to lose you.” His hand flattens against my stomach. “Shouldn’t you have a bump? Why didn’t I ask the doctor? Is this normal?”
 
        “If it wasn’t then she would’ve said,” I bite out and push his hand away. “Can we just stop talking about the damn intruder ok? I don’t want to think about it.”
 
        “If you move back home I’ll take responsibility when it’s born. I swear,” he practically begs and kisses my nose. “You won’t lose your freedom.” But what kind of person would that make me?
 
    
 
   A shit one.
 
    
 
   A free one.
 
    
 
        “I said I’ll think about it.” End of discussion, all of you, I mean us, I mean me, and James. 
 
        I have a shower and when I go back into the room, wearing nothing but a towel I expect James to pounce. Instead I find him on the bed with a few books scattered around him and a pen in his mouth. They’re the baby books we got from the doctors. Our welcome to parenthood pack. More like welcome to prison, population every parent in the world. If you need me you can find me in the gang called Mad Mommy’s, versus, Positive Papa’s. We’ll even have our own colors. We’ll be all purple and black, they’ll be like yellow or some happy shit.
 
    
 
   What on earth are you on about?
 
    
 
   If it involves sex give me a shout.
 
    
 
        “Morning sickness?” he asks and pats the empty spot of bed beside him. With a sigh I slide on, being careful not to knock the baby bibles. “Heartburn?”
 
        “I feel fine, I’ve had no sickness, no pains and no periods. The reason I went in the first place was because I haven’t had a period since I started my pill. I started it wrong though.” Like the idiot that I am. She told me to wait until my period began. But in my defense I still had morphine in my system and didn’t really pay attention until the doctor reminded me the other day and I was like, oh yeah I remember her saying now. “I don’t feel pregnant thank god.” If I did, this would suck tenfold.
 
        “We are going to get through this, I promise,” he says and kisses me softly. “Please come home.”
 
        “Go back to reading,” I turn over and close my eyes. Even though I doubt I’ll be able to sleep it’s worth a shot.
 
        “What about names?” he says quietly and I hear a page flip. I shrug, “You name it.”
 
        “What if I want to name him after me? James Lucas Freeman.”
 
        “Whatever,” I sigh noncommittally. He’s right, I really can’t do this alone. I’m so far detached from the situation my brain may as well be in China whilst my body lingers here. If that was possible I’d take that option in a heartbeat. I’ve always wanted to go to China. I’ve been but I didn’t see past the hotel I stayed in. 
 
        See if I have a baby I won’t just be up and able to leave the country on demand. Not that I actually do that but it’s the thought of it more than anything. I won’t just be able to get up and stroll to the shop, I’ll have to change the kid, get it snuggled up and put it in whatever it is you put something so small in and then I’ll have to pray it stays asleep. Not to mention I’ll be knackered and probably stink of baby vomit. 
 
        “We’re bringing someone into the world Maya, you’ll change your views when he’s born,” James sounds far too sure. I almost laugh because he’s totally wrong. I’m the one that’s got to push it out of my vagina. Besides, all newborns look like wrinkly little gnomes, minus the hat and beards. How on earth am I going to enjoy that? Shudder. “We’ll be fine.”
 
        “I’m sleeping,” I mumble and sink further into the bed and sleep I do. 
 
    
 
    
 
        I wake up to the sun blazing through the window and my phone ringing, oh and don’t forget the tentacle monster wrapped around me. Groan. Slowly I slide out from under him and pick up my phone. It’s Marie.
 
    
 
        “Why has Jacob just informed me that not only is James there but he’s sleeping with you!” ok, that sounded like it should have been a question but it wasn’t. “Have you forgiven him?” That was definitely a question.
 
        “Marie,” I sigh and rub my eyes. “Give me a second to wake up before you rant at me.”
 
        “You better answer me now bitch.”
 
        “Ok, ok,” I need to pee. “Just a sec.” Ahhh, that feels good. 
 
        “Are you peeing?”
 
        “Honey, I’m always peeing I’m fucking pregnant,” I bite out and glare at my stomach. She stays silent, save for a sharp gasp. “Yep. No shit. Almost sixteen weeks.”
 
       “I bet James is happy.”
 
        “He fell asleep reading pregnancy books last night.” I snort and wash my hands with Marie on speaker phone. “Marie, everything is so…”
 
        “Fucked up?”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “Contrary to your personal beliefs you will be fine,” she knows me so well. Mainly because she’s the same as me in her views. “You scared?”
 
        “Yep. Terrified that my life is about to end.”
 
        She exhales a long deep breath, I hear her shuffle, “Babe. Don’t think of this like a curse. Think of it as a blessing. Remember how much your dad loved you and you are going to magnify that love by a million and lather it on your own child.” Daddy I miss you. “He never gave up on you. You’re never going to give up on this kid. So stop sulking and go out and do what you do best?”
 
        “I’m not allowed to drink,” I respond automatically and she laughs, “You idiot I mean go buy some shit. You may feel better if you see how cute all the little baby boots are and stuff.”
 
        I nod thoughtfully even though she can’t see me, she has a point I guess. I think. “But I’m having a boy.”
 
        “Oh dear.” My thoughts exactly. “Hmm… Boys have cute baby stuff.”
 
        “But I don’t know anything about boys, they’re all snotty and yucky.”
 
        She laughs a little and sighs, “Oh honey, all babies and kids are snotty. At least with a boy you won’t have to worry about getting another you.”
 
        This is also true. “I suppose.”
 
        “Just don’t ask me to be a babysitter, ok? I’ll come visit you when you’ve had it. I’ll probably even take a few pictures. I will not hold it, or wipe its nose or be within puking range.” We both cackle for a while and then we sigh. As much as she is trying to make me feel better I can tell it is all words. She doesn’t mean it any more than I do. “I wish you luck girl. Rather you than me.” See, told you so.
 
    
 
        We hang up and I have a quick shower to wash off a nights worth of sweat and to calm myself, I’ve never been so clean. Nice. James is still asleep when I go back into the room and get dressed in shorts and a vest. Lazy ass, although he is most likely jet lagged plus he was up late last night. 
 
        I head into the kitchen where Amelia is sat with Jacob eating cereal. They’re both staring at each other, very slowly their hands come up with the spoon and they munch on the cereal. I lean against the doorframe and watch them both staring each other down. It’s like the beginning of a western shootout or whatever the hell they call it. I’m afraid to blink, I might miss Amelia with a pistol in her hand.
 
        “YOU BLINKED!” Jacob suddenly shouts startling the baby out of me and Amelia glares like an angry mini adult. Then he sees me and blushes a fraction. I snort and go over to kiss her on the forehead. “The kid said she could beat me in a staring contest. I won.” 
 
        “Well done Jacob, you finally won at something. And it was against a four year old.” He scowls and pinches my ribs making me giggle. Then he prods my belly, “Now that we know you’re pregnant you can actually tell.” My mouth drops open in horror, his eyes go wide and he scratches the back of his head, “It suits you. There’s nothing there really but what is there looks good.” He looks around probably searching for an escape from my murderous gaze.
 
       “Three,” I say and his eyes go wider. “Two.”  “You can’t be serious?” “One,” I dash around the counter and jump on his back.
 
        “Get off me you crazy bitch,” He laughs as I pull his hair. “OUCH!” I wrap my legs tight around him and bite his ear making him scream like a girl. His hands grab my thighs and his finger pinch the muscle. Fuck that hurts. I scramble up his back, still clinging like a monkey and pull his head back making him yelp again. Then I bite his nose sideways. “Owwwwwwww! JAMES! JAMES!” he shouts half laughing half screaming.
 
        Laughter enters the kitchen as strong arms go under my own and pull me off. I place my feet on the ground, smooth out my clothes, raise my chin, stomp my foot and huff before stalking over to the table. Jacob stands and rubs his nose still laughing. Lucas can barely contain it and looks fit to burst. 
 
        “Crazy bitch.”
 
        “Limp dick.”
 
        He glowers at me playfully and sits at the opposite side of the table. I slowly bring my spoon to my mouth, it’s actually Amelia’s left over cereal but there’s enough there for me to eat. We stare each other down in the exact position he and Amelia were in moments before. 
 
        Lucas looks between us both, his head going back and forth like a swing. He shrugs, shakes his head in amusement and vanishes after Amelia.
 
        “I’m sorry for stating the fact that you’re pregnant,” Jacob says with a smug smile.
 
        Spoon up, crunch.
 
        “You’ll be just as sexy in four months’ time as you are now. There will just be more of you.”
 
        Eyes narrow, spoon up, crunch.
 
        “I give up,” he then blinks. “WOOO!” I say and jump up from my seat. I do a little victory dance just because I’m awesome like that. “In your face. You’re a disgrace.” I repeat this little chant four times until he lunges for me and slaps a hand over my mouth. And the fighting begins.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349437]Chapter Four
 
    
 
        James woke at about twelve and has been sat at his laptop for the past four hours, sending emails texting and taking calls. I’ve been doing the same, I’m just not so intense about it. What’s that smell? Smells like antiseptic spray. Smells good.
 
        “Why are you sniffing the air like a dog?” Lucas laughs from across the room. 
 
        “I can smell antiseptic.”
 
        Jacob sniffs the air and shrugs looking perplexed, “I can’t smell anything.”
 
        “Me either,” Amelia adds. I huff and cross my arms over my chest. “I’m getting a drink, anybody else want one?”
 
        “I’ll get it,” James says automatically and hops to his feet. “Anyone else?”
 
        “Beer,” the other two echo each other, their eyes never leaving the TV. Amelia asks for juice, her attention on the Barbie’s. James passes me and kisses my forehead. I could get used to this.
 
    
 
        Moments later he’s handing me a fresh apple juice and sitting back down, “Will this slavery thing only last until I’ve had the kid or are we talking until I’m dead?”
 
        James flips me off, something he’s never done before and glowers playfully at me. Does he not realize I’m serious? All he’s done is fawn over me the past two days and I’m not one of those women who are going to say, “Stop it, I’m not an invalid.” Because quite frankly if I’m going to suffer with an invader in my stomach for the next five months and suffer through birth then I deserve to be pampered and run around after. 
 
        “Are you hungry?” Jacob asks me, probably his way of apologizing for calling me almost fat earlier. Then my stomach growls, rather noisily I might add. I give them all a look that screams, “Don’t you dare say a word.” They divert their gazes. Good boys.
 
        “I really, really fancy a McDonald’s double cheeseburger. And one of those snack wraps. Oh, and a brownie Mcflurry. Maybe some Crisscuts too,”
 
         James grins like a proud husband, “You never have McDonald’s.”
 
        “Not since I was about eighteen and even then it was only ever a breakfast bagel.” 
 
        “Come on then,” he holds out his hand I take it and wait for Jacob and Lucas to bark out there orders. “Let’s go.”
 
        We head down to his hire car because apparently I’m not allowed to drive. What kind of bull is that? Although he does let me have control over the music. “YOUR SEX IS ON FIRE!” I shout sing and bang my head back and forth. 
 
        He’s used to it, as he should be. “Fancy letting them sing it for a while?”
 
        “Not really.” I don’t stop singing as we stop at a red light. The windows are down in case you’re wondering. “THE DARK OF THE ALLEY! THE BREAKING OF DAY!” James hand clamps over my mouth. “HMM, HMM, HMM, HMMMM, HUM.” He removes it. “FEELS LIKE YOU’RE DYING. YOU’RE DYING.” Over my mouth. “HUM! HMMMM.” Removes it. “YOUR SEX IS ON FIRE!”
 
        “Thanks sweetie!” an old guy shouts from the street making me do the piggy snort giggle.
 
    
 
        I turn the music down when we pull into the nearest McDonald’s. Whilst ordering, something glints in the corner of my eye. James notices it to and curses. Stupid paparazzi. Do they just watch places like this in LA to see if any stars show up? It’s ridiculous!
 
        We take off as the idiot with the camera moves closer to the car. Mm, my mouth is watering from the strong scent of burgers and fries and such. 
 
        “You ok?” James asks. A little bit random. 
 
        “Fine, why?” 
 
        “Just worried about you. You’ve not been taking this well.” Remaining silent seems the best thing right now. “I have to go back soon. Tomorrow preferably.” He takes a deep breath. “Please come back.”
 
        “I don’t want to.”
 
        “And then I’ll miss out on my child,” he scoffs and slams his hand on the steering wheel. “Stop being so damn selfish!” His breath heaves and his face softens. “I know I don’t have any right to demand anything from you but give me this…. Please. Don’t make me beg because you know I will. I get it, we’re over. You’ve moved on.” HA, if that was true why am I here? “Just give me this.”
 
        “I said I’ll think about it.” What’s to think about? He’s right, I can’t and don’t want to do this alone. I’m still not relenting immediately to his face, it’s not my style. Make him sweat.
 
    
 
        None of this means I’ve forgiven him. In all honesty, I don’t know why I should forgive him. He screwed someone else.
 
    
 
   For revenge. Let’s not pretend you wouldn’t have done something similar.
 
    
 
   Good point. 
 
    
 
   Let’s not pretend you don’t want a fumble in the sack with him again.
 
    
 
   Also a good point. But look at him, he’s effing gorgeous. His hair, his eyes, his plump lips that are curved into a slight smile no doubt because he knows I’m staring at him. I just can’t get past those pictures, sure I get why he did it even though it was a shit thing to do. I get the fact he’s sorry. It’s just the getting past the fact his… his thing has been in that whore. Who the hell took the pictures is what I want to know.
 
    
 
   He probably used a camera stand.
 
    
 
   What kind of woman doesn’t care if a married man takes pictures of her burying his rod?
 
    
 
        “Like what you see?” he smirks. I scoff, “Such a cheesy thing to say.”
 
        He chuckles and pulls into the long winding driveway. The usual paps aren’t here, they usually wait for us to leave, Jacob being their main focus obviously. They weren’t here on the way out either. Jacob must have paid them to go home. They’re sure to be staking out somewhere. Possibly at McDonald’s. 
 
    
 
        “FOOD!” I call at the top of my lungs as we enter the house, startling a very timid housekeeper who scuttles off yet again like a frightened little mouse. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        We sit and eat in silence all except Amelia who is darting around the room and stealing our food. Mostly Jacob’s, I think she has a little girl crush on him. Wouldn’t surprise me. He’s taken a shining to her too, the past couple of days they’ve been near inseparable. They even watched The Little Mermaid together, yesterday I think it was. I was in a numb state, so numb I’m forgetting my days. I’ve been there so much recently it should become its own country. I shall name it Numbland, you can locate me on Numbgle earth, in a small area called Aloofville, population me. 
 
    
 
   That’s it, I’m done. I’m leaving.
 
    
 
   Good riddance.
 
    
 
   Just for that I’m going to stay and be the best damn conscience available. Even if our host is crazy.
 
    
 
        “I’m making noises again aren’t I?” I sigh and squeeze my eyes shut rather than watch the three men nod their heads. “My bad.” Time for bed, I’m losing my mind. Maybe a good book will sort this out. Without waiting for permission I drag my feet to my room and drop onto my bed. “Should I stay or should I go now? If I go there will be trouble.” Hum, hum, hum, I forgot the words. The chorus pretty much sums it up.
 
    
 
   Go with them, work at the family you tore apart by being an idiot.
 
    
 
   Have sex. That should help clear your mind.
 
    
 
        “I hate my brain,” I grumble into my pillow and grab my kindle. Time to pretend I’m someone else for a while. I wonder if being pregnant makes you quirkier than usual, and then I stop wondering because the whole point of me coming back to Numbland is so I can have a break from thinking about this stuff. 
 
        I’m still reading when James comes in and starts untying his shoelaces then kicks his shoes across the room and dumps his pants on the wood floor. Apparently the floor and the closet are synonymous in his world, I’ll call it Scruffland, where floors are laundry baskets and laundry baskets are the only place without dirty clothing. It’s also a place where they can leave their Q-tips on the side of the sink after “wanking off” their ear. Fortunately for him everywhere we live we have a cleaner so he doesn’t hear my wrath. Another thing he does that annoys me… he blows his nose and folds up the damn tissue! Who does that? Then he leaves it on a surface some place, be it the bed side table or the arm of the couch. I always used to come across these little tissue squares. Freak.
 
        “You are really annoying,” I say but it’s not true. The reason it isn’t true is because these things have never annoyed me until now and the only reason they’re annoying me now is because I’m angry at him and even the way he breathes is annoying. If you’re wondering why I’m yet again angry at him it’s because I’m thinking. I’m female, I think and when I think, the emotions of the thing I’m thinking of come bubbling up as if it happened five minutes ago. So now I’m going to pick on him and show him that I’m angry. “Why do you flip the pillow before you lay down?”
 
        His eyes go wide, his eyebrows shoot up, he knows what’s coming, knows the tone of voice I’m using. Instead of replying he flips his pillow and sinks under the blankets like a frightened little puppy. Only his eyes and forehead peek over the top. I want to laugh but I don’t because I need to tell him off.
 
    
 
        “You always leave the sink in a mess after shaving. And you never rinse the sink properly after brushing your teeth,” yeah, this is going well. I’m counting stuff off on my fingers. “When you burp you say pardon me. Who does that? What are you? British? You laugh it off and say scuse me. Not excuse me. Just scuse, as in scuse. You know? SCUSE!”
 
        He nods and watches me as I start pacing by the bed, much like a lioness would, I imagine. Roar. “When you’re driving you always have two hands on the wheel at ten and two. Who does that?”
 
        “Not me anymore apparently,” he chuckles, it sounds deep and muffled from under the blanket, it earns him another glare. “Sorry, continue.”
 
        “Right,” I nod and pull down another finger. Wait, there’s something else. I know it. He starts shaking, not from fright but from laughter. He knows I’m stuck thinking of something else that suddenly annoys me. Ah. “You type slower than me.”
 
        He can’t contain it, he erupts with laughter and pulls me into his arms. “And why’s that bad?”
 
        “Because it sounds wrong. And when we’re typing at the same time all I can think about is your effing fingers on the keys and how I want you to speed up.” 
 
    
 
   Actually you were thinking about what those fingers can do to your body.
 
    
 
   Trying to resolve something here libido.
 
    
 
   Pretty sure that’s my line Conscience.
 
    
 
        “You are so full of shit,” he says slowly and pulls my hair from my shoulder, it is soon replaced by his lips. “I’ve missed you.”
 
        Me too. “You’re annoying.”
 
        “You love me.”
 
        “Yeah.” Shit, did I say that out loud? “That’s why I hate you.”
 
        “You hate the fact that you can’t hate me, there’s a difference. Because you know I’m sorry, and part of you knows I would never, ever hurt you again.”
 
        “Go to sleep Casanova.” Stupid male with his stupid mind reading abilities. Scoff. 
 
    
 
   I’m on his side.
 
    
 
   Me too.
 
    
 
   It’s a good thing I’m irrational then isn’t it. At least I have a level head. You won’t catch me running back to no cheater. 
 
    
 
   Sure you do. This is proof just how level headed you, I mean we, are.
 
    
 
        I really need to see my shrink again. What the hell is that smell? Why can I smell bleach? Is this normal? I need to pee again! How did I not notice the fact that I’m pregnant? It should have been obvious, I’ve been peeing a lot, feeling a little sick some days, but never actually vomiting fortunately. Now I have a wicked case of heartburn.
 
    
 
        “James,” I say and turn over. “I need some Renee.”
 
        “Heartburn?” 
 
        “Good guess,” It’s irritating. I rub the space below my ribs and frown. “Please.”
 
        He grins, climbs out of bed and gets redressed. I watch his gorgeous thighs tighten as he pulls on his pants, I watch his chest expand as he shrugs on his shirt. Screw the Renee, I need sex. He leans over to kiss me softly before heading down the hall. Guess that means no sex then.
 
        “Stupid invader,” I say but find myself stroking my belly. Glaring at my hand I hiss, “Quit it!” And then proceed to throw it onto the bed with a slam. That sure told it. 
 
    
 
   Sigh.
 
    
 
        James pads back into the room with a little red packet in hand, “Jacob had some in the cupboard. We should start stocking up on the things we’ll need. Won’t be long before your breasts start producing milk.” Come again? “Of course they have nipple pads for that so you don’t ruin your bras.” Say what? “If you read the baby books they’re very informative.” And again… say what? “Apparently you taste different down there whilst pregnant.” Ewww. “Maybe we can test that theory.”
 
        “Give me the damn tablets.” 
 
        “You know you’re very cute when you’re grumpy.”
 
        “You’re asking for a black eye.”
 
        “And adorable when you’re aggressive.”
 
        “Do you like your penis?”
 
        “Most definitely. Do you?” 
 
         Hell yes I do, “Then shut up or you’ll lose it.”
 
    
 
        He grins and wags his eyebrows before passing me two little white minty smelling things. Apparently these are chalk, or so I’ve heard. I’ve never had them. I chew, and chew and chew and then swallow. Hmm, instant relief, and they’re stuck in my teeth.
 
        “Better?” he asks and quickly gets undressed. I nod and turn over in a huff. “If we could swap places I would do it in a heartbeat.”
 
        “Puh-lease!” I laugh and slap his arm. “You almost cried when you got that paper cut on your thumb.”
 
        “It was right on the underside of the knuckle, it hurt like a bitch.”
 
        “Baby.”
 
        “Meanie.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349438]Chapter Five
 
    
 
           This morning James disappeared with Lucas. Probably to book our flight home. I should really invest in a private jet. Amelia is sat on Jacob’s knee watching another Disney movie whilst I send text after text on my phone informing people of my return home. It’s the best option… plus Jacob threatened to never talk to me again if I didn’t go home and give it a try. I can understand his point, I can understand James’ point I just don’t want to.
 
        “You gonna miss me?” I say to Jacob and give him a large smile.
 
        “Obviously, it’s not going to be the same without you.”
 
        “You could always come with us.”
 
        He shakes his head solemnly, I know he has work here, he’s in the middle of shooting a new movie at the moment. Some new movie that will go straight to Box-office. Probably win a few awards too. “We’ll still visit and stay in touch.”
 
          “I hope so,” I mean it, I really hope so. We leave it at that, neither of us wanting or needing to say goodbye, not just yet anyway. Amelia follows me into my room to help me pack. After twenty minutes Jacob silently joins me. He smiles at me fondly and taps my nose before filling my cases with my clothes. We remain silent whilst doing it, I’m scared of crying and I think he’s scared of making me cry. It’s not final, I know that. I’m too pushy for us to not stay in touch. 
 
        Amelia seems to notice the silent tension and hums quietly to herself as she handles the task of dumping my makeup into a bag. Damn I have a lot of face cake. 
 
    
 
        The baby books are still spread along the bed, James must have fallen asleep reading again. I pile them neatly and place them on top of his case. As soon as we’re finished I look around the room, I lightly touch the dark grey and black bedding and the black sparkly bedside table. I leave the bedding and furniture because it suits the room perfectly. 
 
        “Let’s go get lunch, one last time,” Jacob grins and takes my hand. I nod and get Amelia ready before sending a quick text to James.
 
    
 
   Maya: Going for lunch with Jacob, taking Amelia. Be a couple of hours.
 
    
 
   James: Where are you? We’ll come meet you.
 
    
 
   Maya: It’s just for me and Jacob, to say bye.   Stop doing a victory fist pump. You’ll embarrass yourself I’m only coming because of the invader.
 
    
 
   James: Are you watching me?
 
    
 
        I laugh out loud. He is so predictable. 
 
    
 
   Maya: Weirdo!
 
    
 
        The three of us, meaning Jacob, Amelia and I head out, we can’t decide on a place to eat. Jacob wants a place called Mario’s, Amelia wants McDonald’s and I want this really nice little café on the beach. I think it’s called the hut. They know where I mean. My place that I’m recommending does the best cheese and tomato Panini’s ever. Seriously they are to die for. I’m craving one like mad, that and something sweet and citrusy, like maybe a lemon or a tangy orange. 
 
        “Come on Amelia, she’s carrying a baby in her belly. The baby gets what it wants at this point,” Jacob coos to the stroppy little girl in her booster seat behind me. I grin a satisfactory grin and stick my tongue out at her, which she returns. Jacob pinches my thigh and laughs before saying, “Smug bitch.”
 
        “I’m cute, I get away with it.”
 
        He points at Amelia with his thumb. “Nah, she’s cute so she gets away with it. You’re just an attractive pain in the ass.”
 
        “An adorable, attractive pain in the ass.”
 
        “That too.”
 
    
 
        The hut is similar to a place me and my dad used to go whenever we went to Spain. I used to love those trips because he’d pull me from school sometimes and stick a tutor on me who only had to teach me for three to five hours a day, then I’d get to play all day. We used to go down to this beat up little café for lunch on a daily basis even though there were better looking places nearby. I remember asking my dad why we went there, mainly because the place down the road had an outdoor park and I was a kid. He said and I quote, “Because a place like this is struggling and fighting for its right to live, not only do I feel pity for its lack of customers but they also try harder. And by trying harder they get better results, equaling the best sandwiches and pancakes anywhere in this town.”
 
        I asked, “But if they’re the best why does it look like it’s falling down?”
 
        “All it needs is a few decent recommendations. Like your first question, who would want to go to a place like this when they have all of those other places down the road? It’s good to give things a chance Maya, it may just take you by surprise.”
 
    
 
        The only difference is, this place isn’t falling apart and doesn’t have pieces of metal covering holes in the roof. And this place doesn’t serve pancakes. This place serves American pancakes, I prefer crepes, the thin paper like pancakes that you can fill with ice-cream and syrup and wrap it. So awesome. Now I want crepes.
 
        We head through the glass door that jingles a little bell, Amelia swings between us as we make our way to a cute little round table by the window. “Iced caramel latte and a cheese and tomato Panini.”
 
        “No caffeine,” Jacob says sternly and my mouth drops open. “But…” “No.” “Just…” “No.”
 
        A cute waitress with chocolate toned skin and a pretty smile comes over with a notebook, her smile falters when she sees Jacob. Of course he’s wearing a cap and sunglasses but you can so tell who he is from up close. Then she notices me. I’m not wearing a disguise, I don’t need one. Her mouth opens and closes in shock. 
 
        “I’ll give you a fantastic tip if you keep this quiet, at least until we leave,” Jacob says with a nervous smile and the girl nods frantically. She clears her throat, “What can I get you?”
 
        “Three glasses of water, put the kids in a plastic cup if possible and three cheese and tomato Panini’s,” he gives me a cheeky smile before turning back to the waitress. “No matter how much she tries to bribe you. Do not give her anything with caffeine. Doctors’ orders.”
 
        “You bas…!” Amelia is sitting right beside you. “Ssss fish.”
 
        “Smooth save.” He snorts.
 
         Face palm -- that was really smooth. Amelia isn’t even paying attention. I’ve missed this kid, I might ask Lucas if we can swap. Amelia is already past the gross parts and she lets me do her hair and put makeup on her and dress her and she plays Barbie’s. Not that I enjoy Barbie’s or anything… it’s totally for kids.
 
        When lunch arrives so does a magazine with both myself and Jacob in it, from when I first came to LA, which was madness. People assumed I’d been cheating on James with Jacob, fortunately James told them his side and said Jacob and I were just friends. This is an article before that, a picture of me and Jacob sunbathing on his private beach. We both sign it for her and Jacob leaves her a hundred dollar tip. She almost faints, I love it when they get that reaction, and it’s so silly. I doubt she’ll ever spend it for the soul reason it has been in his hand after also being in his back pocket.
 
    
 
        On the drive back my phone alerts me to a text. It’s from Marie, I called her this morning to let her know I’d be back within the next couple of days depending on flights. I wonder what she wants.
 
    
 
   Marie: Forgot to tell you, you aren’t getting your car back :-) xx much love.
 
    
 
   Maya: I’m not allowed to drive anywhere anyway according to James! 
 
    
 
   Marie: Like I said before. Rather you than me. ;) Later biatch xx
 
    
 
        Well I never! Who actually uses the word biatch anymore? 
 
        Random thought… am I still allowed to have sex whilst pregnant? Is it ok? Will it hurt the invader? I may not be happy about this situation but I don’t want to bop the poor thing in the head with James’ mammoth penis. Maybe I should read the books.
 
    
 
   Your coochie-pop is going to flee to Amsterdam if you even think about not having sex. I hear Amsterdam is great for a little action. Be warned.
 
    
 
   Note to self. Leave with it.
 
    
 
       An hour after returning home and watching yet another Disney movie, Lucas and James return and they are both empty handed. Where the hell did they go? I don’t ask, I don’t get chance because I’m being swept up by James and smothered in kisses. He’s apparently rather grateful that I’m moving back. 
 
        Ok, so I just said they were empty handed. I was wrong. Sinus blocker Sylvia just entered the building with her own suitcase. I managed to get out of dinner the other night but now I’m going to have to tolerate her on a plane journey home. Great. We did like each other once, very briefly, when I almost died after my appendix went pop. That wasn’t a fun time and I’m happy to report I’m fully healed save for a tiny two inch long scar just below my bikini line on the right side of my stomach. I’m definitely getting a tattoo over that beast. Can I get a tattoo whilst pregnant? It doesn’t seem like a very safe thing to do. 
 
    
 
   Read the books.
 
    
 
        But that will make it real. 
 
    
 
   It’s already real. Nothing you can do now but ride the wave and learn the restrictions.
 
    
 
        Why does my mind have to be so damn annoying? Stop thinking about it damn you! “Hi Sin…via.” That sounded like SIGNvia. She didn’t notice I don’t think. I give her a large grin. “How are you?”
 
        “Looking forward to meeting my grandchild,” she grins broadly and glances down at my stomach. “You’re starting to get a little bump, I only saw you two days ago.” It’s like a centimeter more protruding than before! I’d hardly call that a bump! Ok, calm, steady breaths. I blow a breath out and step away from James.
 
        “I apologize for not being able to make it to dinner, as you can imagine I was not in the best of moods.” Don’t have to explain anything to her but I will anyway, just because. 
 
        She gives me a concerned smile, one that I find looks rather genuine and aimed towards my wellbeing rather than the fact I’m not exactly what you could call maternal, “I understand. This whole affair must have come as a shock to you.”
 
        I hear Jacob snort. He doesn’t stop there. “She trashed her bathroom and bedroom. It was fun to watch her grumbling under her breath, lobbing clothes over her shoulder because they won’t fit soon and were apparently offensive.” Lucas covers his laugh with a cough, Amelia giggles just because Jacob has spoken, James outright laughs and puts his arm around my shoulders.
 
        Sinus blocker Sylvia raises a brow, “Are you two back together?”
 
        “No,” I say as he says, “Yes.”
 
        We both look at each other and scowl. Why would he even think that? 
 
    
 
   Maybe because you’ve been sharing a bed with him and you’ve told him you’re going home. Meaning his home. That would be a pretty big hint right there.
 
    
 
   I just can’t get over the fact you’ve been sharing a bed with him and had no urges as of yet. You know what I mean, those sexual urges you normally get on a daily basis.
 
    
 
   That’s because you love him and have finally realized not everything is about sex.
 
    
 
   Please, there’s no way we’ve had a breakthrough that big this soon.
 
    
 
        I divert my eyes from his hurt greens. “We just aren’t there,” I respond honestly to nobody in particular. He takes my hand in his, “We will be. Eventually.”
 
       If you say so buddy. “I really want an orange.” Take that… wait what? He blinks at me, clearly thinking I’m crazy. I don’t remember thinking that before I said it… how strange. 
 
        “Here you go Aunty Maya,” Amelia says and holds up an orange. “Got it from kitchen.”
 
        “Thanks princess,” peel, peel, peel, peel. Yummy. She skips off happily straight over to Sylvia for a cuddle and a kiss before taking up residence on, yet again, Jacob’s knee. This causes Lucas to look dejected for a moment. I catch his eye across the room and wink. “So, when are we going back?”
 
       “We leave in three hours for the airport,” Sylvia sits on the couch next to Jacob and Amelia. “I love your movies.” 
 
        Jacob flashes her his best smile and even Sylvia can’t resist swooning. James gapes as his mother openly flirts and chats with Jacob, even I’m gaping to be fair. I could catch flies with the cave on my face right about now. Look at Sylvia go! Ooooh, she just flipped her hair, now she’s… squeezing his arm! I know that trick. Oh, and the eyelash flutter… she just giggled. Hell. This woman got it bad!
 
        “Shall we watch a movie?” Lucas blurts seeming to notice the stillness of the room as Sinus blocker makes a fool of herself. Although Jacob seems to be reciprocating. At least I thought so until he just gave me that wide eyed look. Yikes. I can feel his psychic waves entering my brain screaming, “SAVE ME!”
 
        James, being the good son that he is, and the grumpy son that he also is squeezes between them, practically sitting on both of their laps. Me and Lucas look at each other and laugh silently.
 
        “I’m thirsty,” I announce. “Anybody want a drink?”
 
        “Lucas will get it,” James says and glares at him mom. “I’m not moving from this seat.” I grin smugly at Lucas and plonk myself on the couch whilst whistling the Star Wars theme tune, it seems like a dramatic enough tune for this moment in time. 
 
        “Sitting a bit close to Jacob there aren’t you James?” I motion to the less than an inch gap between them. “I remember once you told me you loved the feel of body heat against you.” I wink at Jacob. “Don’t worry I don’t think he’s sporting wood yet.”
 
        James does the fish motion at me, then he speaks, “I was talking about yours. And he’s male. Don’t be crude.”
 
        “Nothing wrong with being gay James.”
 
        “I am not gay.”
 
        “Homosexual, bisexual. Whatever you want to label it.”
 
        “You’re pregnant, how did I get you pregnant if I’m gay?” he snaps but jumps from the couch and parks himself between his mom and myself. “Explain that?”
 
        “I’m either a very good looking boy or you’re more confused than originally thought.” Lucas takes this moment to walk in and hand me my drink. I take it from him and grin mischievously, “James is gay.”
 
        “I’m not gay.”
 
        “He did used to like wearing dresses when he was younger,” Sylvia adds thoughtfully. “And lipstick, sometimes heels.”
 
        “I thought you didn’t adopt him until he was like ten or something.”
 
        She chuckles and shakes her head in amusement, “He was five when I adopted him.” I really should pay better attention. “But he loved dressing up until he was about eleven.” Now I’m listening.
 
        “I hate you both, really hate you both,” James growls and glowers at his mom. “That is not true.”
 
        “Yes it is sweetie,” she waves him off with a flippant hand. “I’ve got pictures. I’ll show Lucas next time. You’d like that right Lucas?” I sure as hell would!
 
        “Yes ma’am,” Lucas snorts and ducks as James throws a pillow at him.
 
        “I like dresses,” Amelia chirps in.
 
        I nod in agreement, “Me too kid. So does Uncle James.”
 
        “I do not!”
 
        “Do too.”
 
         “I never did, so whatever he got as a child I’m glad I didn’t catch it,” Lucas also chirps in, barely containing his laughter. “How’d we get onto this subject? I was gone for one minute tops.”
 
        “James said he liked how warm Jacob’s leg felt against his thigh.” I deadpan. “I was shocked to say the least until Sylvia confirmed the dress thing.”
 
        James eyes go wide, “I did not say that at all! Did I Jacob?”
 
        “I believe you also said, Christ I’m sporting wood,” Jacob shrugs and gives me a playful smirk. “I swear Lucas, he kept stroking my arm.”
 
        By this point Lucas is laughing so hard no sound is coming out, it looks like he’s choking. I’m struggling to contain it myself but somehow I manage to keep a blank face. “It’s ok James. We all understand.”
 
        “I hate you all. Seriously, disowning every last one of you.”
 
        “I have his anchor right here,” I pat my belly and stick my tongue out at a flustered looking James who is now standing in the middle of the room glaring at us all. “One little male invader slow cooking in the oven. At least you get a kid before you step out of the closet. That’s always a bonus.”
 
        He sighs and leans against the wall, “One of these days I’m going to get you back.”
 
        I put on a deep voice, “When you least expect it. Muhaha.” That was my evil laugh in full form. Where’s that grey fluffy cat? “Hey!” I suddenly squeal startling them all. “Now we have an actual reason to go to all those awesome gay clubs. Thanks James, you’re awesome.”
 
        “Not biting.” He states with a firm nod. “It’ll only encourage you.”
 
    
 
        We opt for another Disney movie due to Amelia being in the room and Lucas being rather protective when it comes to movies above a Universal rating. I’m squished on the couch between James and Sinus blocker, I mean Sylvia. Jacob is sat at the end with Amelia curled around him and Lucas is on the armchair a few feet to the right. “I wish I could fly.”
 
        “So they need fairy dust and happy thoughts. Huh, I’m pretty sure you can buy fairy dust from the stationary store,” Jacob says and leans forward so he can see me over Sylvia who is as enthralled as Amelia is by the movie. “I don’t mind letting you test the theory.”
 
        “Jacob wants me dead.”
 
        “Just injured.”
 
        “Be quiet,” Amelia chastises making me snigger and reach behind Sylvia to tug on her braid. She spins and glowers at Jacob who holds his hands up in surrender. “Wasn’t me.”
 
        After a moment I do it again, this time she glares at Sylvia. Sylvia points at me, her eyes never leaving the screen. Amelia huffs and glares at me. “Stop it.”
 
        “Stop what?”
 
        “Pulling my hair.” Her little scrunched up face is adorable to say the least. 
 
        “Ok.”
 
        “You pwomise?” she narrows her green eyes in suspicion. I nod, “Of course.” My fingers are crossed at my side making my promise empty, I’m going to have to teach her this.
 
    
 
   What a wrong lesson to teach a child.
 
    
 
   And this is the reason I should NOT be a parent. Ding, ding, ding.
 
    
 
         Evil laugh commencing, in my head of course otherwise I’d give up the entire operation. I call it, annoy the kid until she squeals for her daddy. 
 
        I reach behind Sylvia once more and tug on her braid, I’m not doing it hard, just a tiny little tug that’s enough to annoy but not to cause even a tiny fraction of pain. “DADDY!” Amelia squeals, startling Lucas from his Peter Pan stupor. “Maya keep pulling my hair.”
 
        “I do not!”
 
        “Yes she does daddy. Tell her.”
 
        Lucas rolls his eyes, “Maya. Leave her alone.”
 
        Amelia sticks her tongue out at me and moves to the other side of Jacob’s lap so I can’t reach her. Clever little chimp. So, now that my entertainment has moved aside. What can I do?
 
    
 
   Feed your cunny!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349439]Chapter Six
 
    
 
        If there is anything I hate in this world it is airport security. Not only does it take ages, it also takes time upon that ages. I just don’t have the patience for it. At least I didn’t get searched this time. Lucas and Jacob did though, that was fun to watch and it made me forget about my time waiting for a brief few minutes. Jacob is seeing us off, that’s the reason he has six security guards surrounding him. I told him not to come but he and Amelia insisted.  So not only did we have to suffer with airport security but we also had to suffer with a few of his screaming fans. 
 
       At least now we are finally through security and there aren’t as many people, as we are in the first class lounge waiting to board. Jacob had to actually buy a ticket to make it this far. He’s crazy. 
 
       “I am actually going to miss you.” I say and wrap my arms around his waist. Making sure to inhale deeply so as I can burn his gorgeous scent onto my brain. “Come back for Thanksgiving.”
 
       “No can do, at my parents,” he says and sticks out his lower lip. “But I’ll come see you for New Year.”
 
       “Oh my god, I’m going to be a blimp on New Year’s Eve!” I’m four months now, I’ll be about five and a half on thanksgiving. Six and a half on New Year’s Eve. Why do I suddenly want to cry? 
 
    
 
   Because you’ll be fat and won’t be able to see your moo. 
 
    
 
   Pregnant women are beautiful. Stretchmark’s and all.
 
    
 
        Other pregnant women are beautiful, other, notice the emphasis on that word. Other. Not me, I won’t suit the soccer ball up the shirt look. I never even had a baby doll when I was little. Of course I had Barbie’s but they never had babies. Even on the Sims I don’t make my families have babies. Then again I don’t usually have families, I usually make me, Marie, Summer and Jessica all roommates and make us attend or throw parties every night, because let’s face it, the clubs on the Sims are hardly hopping.
 
        I feel like playing the Sims now. Sims three to be exact. Haven’t played that in a while, I was obsessed with number two in college. Completely getting sidetracked here. Darn it.
 
        “You’ll be gorgeous no matter what,” Jacob laughs at my disgruntled reaction. “And it will all be worth it.”
 
        I squeeze him tighter and sigh deeply, he does the same and kisses the top of my head before releasing me. “See you later.”
 
       “Yeah,” he beams and kisses my cheek. “See you later.” Because it’s not goodbye so there’s no use in saying it. He takes his time saying see you later to the others, mainly Amelia who looks heartbroken and says, “I’m going to call you always because I love you.” Which earns a few awww’s and sniffs from the small crowd. He shakes Lucas’ hand and gives James the male equivalent of a hug, the one pat on the back thing, then hugs and kisses Sylvia on the cheek causing her to sway a little. 
 
        I hand over my boarding pass to the hostess behind the desk and watch Jacob hand his to a lone woman in the line for coach. He turns, waves and winks before disappearing into his herd of bodyguards. “Oh my god, Jacob Stone just gave me a plane ticket.” The woman squeals as she enters the lounge. With a grin of my own I follow James, Sylvia, Amelia and Lucas to our seats smiling the entire way so I don’t cry. I never did say thank you to Jacob for having me. Let’s just pray I’m not making the biggest mistake of my life by coming back here.
 
    
 
       Ever heard of anyone getting flight sickness? Yeah, me neither. Apparently I’ve been struck with it for the first time in my life, we’ve been flying for half an hour and so far I’ve been in the bathroom six times. The baby doesn’t like flying and the whole thing is making James frantic. 
 
        “Drink this, little sips. Or is it big sips? Can you have a Zofran? Is that allowed? Lucas, Lucas, are pregnant women allowed Zofran? Excuse me ma’am.” I know I’m sick but listening to his frantic and panicked tone whilst firing his multitude of questions without even waiting for an answer is pretty darn funny. Now he has his hand in the air, using it to flag the air hostess down like an idiot. I grab his flailing arm, immediately halting his movements. 
 
        “Shut up will you.” I’m laughing but still, he needs to calm down.
 
        His other hand goes straight to my belly, “I’m just worried. We should have gotten a train.” All that rocking and swaying and the long hours not to mention the many stops, no thank you. I don’t get a chance to say this though as he’s started firing questions at poor Lucas again who looks about ready to slap him. Unfortunately Sylvia is snoring away not far behind our own seats so she’s no help right now.
 
        “Uncle James, be quiet,” Amelia snaps and repositions her head phones. Giggling like a piggy I recline my seat, relax back and fumble with my own headphones until I get them to the desired comfort on my head. James can panic alone, Star Trek is on. 
 
    
 
        I don’t eat the food, I try to sleep instead. We hit a little turbulence at one point but from vomiting four times I’m pretty worn out, that mixed with whatever the invader is doing to me. Is he a battery or something? I swear it feels like he’s charging and taking all of my energy. I might switch the name invader and call him Duracell instead. It seems just as fitting.
 
        Fortunately I don’t fully wake until we are landing, in which case James wakes me up with a light shake to the arm and a soft kiss on my nose. I wouldn’t want to kiss my mouth either. Unfortunately I’ve not put a toothbrush in my travel bag. It’s somewhere in my suitcase, damn me and my disorganized ways. At least James had some mouthwash handy. 
 
        We have a driver waiting for us just on the other side of security. We’re all silent and grumpy, not much conversation happens unless you count grunting and humming as conversation, then yeah, we had a hell of a chat. I imagine it to be a lot like how cavemen used to communicate, minus the awesome outfits and makeshift clubs. 
 
        As soon as we exit the airport I genuinely feel like rolling around on the ground screaming, “LAND!” A little dramatic but now I’m not a mile high my stomach feels fine apart from a little fluttering in my belly that would rival that of a jar of butterflies. 
 
        The ride home is long and tiresome, we drop Lucas and Amelia off first at our old place, and then we drop Sylvia off and finally get to ours about an hour later because of crappy traffic. Now I need sleep, I need it like I need my next breath. I have that feeling where I’m about to cry because all I want is my bed, my back aches, my throat is burning and my legs have seized from lack of movement. Sucks to be me right now. 
 
        James clearly feels the same, he looks like he’s about to drop. We head up the elevator in silence, it’s weird to be back, and I’m too tired to put much thought into it right now. 
 
    
 
        The door opens to the apartment and I step through, there’s a sudden stillness between me and James, we have both stopped in our tracks. An unspoken conversation going on, I’m not sure what we’re saying through the tension that’s as thick as tar. Right now we’re both agreeing that words are better left unsaid until we aren’t fatigued and suffering with discomfort and a little jetlag. We aren’t in LA anymore, there’s no protective bubble around our relationship, there’s no hiding the reality of what is, we’ve just stepped into said reality, we’re standing by the wall where I said goodbye. This is so much harder than I thought it would be.
 
    
 
   The problem is you didn’t think of it at all.
 
    
 
        At least I didn’t have the slow buildup of nerves and constant unanswered questions swimming around my head that would have made this moment in time so much worse. One thing I am going to have to do most likely, is move out. Just for a while, until we’ve established ourselves and our relationship. 
 
       “Come on,” James says softly and takes my hand. I shake my head and pull it away, “I’m going to the spare room.” I grab my case but he takes it from me. “Please.” Even I’m a little disgruntled by the desperate tone to my voice. 
 
        Thankfully he nods, his face a blank mask and leads me down the hall, my shoulder’s sag with relief and the tension ebbs from my body. “You take our room, the bed’s better for your back. I’ll take the spare.”
 
        “Thank you,” I murmur, just loud enough for him to hear. He smiles sadly at me and starts to turn, he stops again and leans forward. Before his lips touch mine I turn my head giving him my cheek. His hand cups the cheek that he kissed, with sad eyes and a thin lipped smile he backs away before leaving completely. I finally let out the breath I didn’t realize I was holding and pad into the bathroom. I’ll shower tomorrow, right now I have a furry tongue with matching teeth, brush first then bed. 
 
        Looking at myself in the mirror as I brush my pearly whites I prod my face, I don’t look different. I turn to the side and lift up my top. There’s definitely some rounding of the belly going on. I look back at my face, my skin is smoother, I have zero zits which is great but nothing is different, yet I feel more mature. I feel like I have aged ten years in the past few months alone. Is it possible that I’ve been tamed? I don’t feel the need for sex, I don’t feel the need to party?
 
    
 
   You’re in love and you’re pregnant, take your pick of answers to that question.
 
    
 
   I miss the old Maya.
 
    
 
        I don’t even remember the old Maya, I don’t think I’ve heard from her in a while now, maybe since before my dad died. Tomorrow I’ll take some flowers to his grave before work, whenever I go there are always flowers there, he has a lot of visitors because he touched a lot of hearts that’s why I wasn’t too sad about leaving the state. That and I feel stupid for going, that sounds mean but I just don’t feel him anymore. I wish I could say, “Yes, he’s all around me.” In my world I feel him in my heart. Whether I visit his grave or not I keep his memory with me and that’s the best my mind can conjure, the best my emotions can feel and or handle. 
 
        There’s a moment, a moment in time where you get a feeling of deep despair. I got it when my dad told me his chemo had failed, that earth shattering moment when your heart stops and you struggle for breath. I got it when those pictures fell from that brown envelope. My hands trembled and my heart physically hurt. I have it again now as I stare down at our empty bed. My quivering fingers clasp the edge of the deep purple blanket and my arm moves forcing it to slide back revealing the grey bed sheet. The empty grey bed sheet. One that had no significance before but does now for whatever reason. I slide in, sighing as I sink into the mattress, a sigh of pure comfort. Resting my head back I place my hands on my belly and stare at the ceiling. This should be a happy moment for any couple, I should be over the moon, and we should be laid together right now with his hand stroking my stomach fondly. Arguing about names and talking about who he’ll look more like, what features he’ll get, etc. Am I really that bad of a person that I despise the situation I’m in? I’m unhappy and a little frantic at the fact an invader has taken up residence in my womb. Does this make me a bad mom? If I’m this angry and solemn over it now how will I be when I actually have him? What if I don’t love him enough, what if I fail? He’s just a baby, an innocent little being with no choice in this and he gets stuck with me as a mom. At least he has James for when I do suck. That helps me feel a little bit better. 
 
        I don’t doubt that I’ll love him.
 
    
 
   And you will.
 
    
 
       I don’t doubt that I’ll treasure him. I doubt my abilities as a person to give him what he needs emotionally. There are so many things I’ve messed up in my life I don’t want this poor little thing on the receiving end of my bullshit like so many before him.
 
    
 
   You’re being morbid because you’re tired. Go to sleep and think more in the morning.
 
    
 
   Now that sounds like a grand plan.
 
    
 
    
 
        I don’t know why but I had a dream last night about a certain event in my life, it was about James’ proposal. I remember it like it was yesterday. 
 
        A week after my father told me to marry James, he called me and invited me to the Ritz for dinner. I knew what was coming, I remember feeling like the world was about to end, much like I do now. He picked me up looking handsome as usual in a black tailored suit. The full memory is obviously hazy but from there we sat at a table in a private room. He was nervous, all of his movements were shaky and a little clumsy. He even tipped his glass over at one point. Fortunately it was only water and the wave missed us both. Still funny though.
 
        Like the bitch I was (and still am) I said, “Look, we both know why we’re here. Let’s just get the ring on, discuss the terms and go home to our lives.” 
 
        His mouth fell open in shock, he obviously found it funny, probably thinking I was as nervous as him. I wasn’t, I was just impatient and annoyed with the situation, that and because I wanted to see the ring he’d chosen. “Ok. Sure.” He went to stand, no doubt to get on his knee. I stopped him, there was no need for romance so I held out my hand. Keep in mind I wasn’t in a good place as it was with my father being ill and all. “Maya Elizabeth Johnson. Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”
 
        “Yep,” I replied with a fake grin and held out my left hand. Kudos to the man, he picked a good ring, it is a gorgeous platinum band with intricate carvings leading to the huge square stone in the middle. Perfect and elaborate, exactly how I liked and still like things. My fake grin soon turned real, “This is beautiful. Truly, it’s perfect.”
 
        Christ I even remember straight after this I got a text from Paul asking me to come over. It was the first text in ages as we normally just had sex if we ever bumped into each other. He was a good lay though. Wow that sounds vulgar, I apologize. He was good in bed. 
 
        The worst part of this is when James took me home I could tell he was expecting me to invite him up by the way he was shifting and the fact he walked me to the door, I was living with my father as I figured he would’ve needed constant care soon enough. 
 
        When I stopped at the door to say goodnight he instantly leaned in and gave me the sweetest kiss I’ve ever received, he kissed me with a barely there tongue and a light brushing of lips. It made me burn in ways I’d never felt. So why you ask, why didn’t I sleep with him? This is because during the dinner, after accepting the engagement ring we decided to spend the next year until our wedding, free to do as we please, discretely of course. Worst conversation ever. I think I really broke his heart that moment when I said I wasn’t ready to settle quite yet, it was his idea though, he proposed the whole freedom until our wedding thing but I think he was secretly hoping I’d say let’s start now. 
 
        “I should go,” I said and pointed to the door with my thumb. He nodded looking slightly baffled and a little hurt. “Thank you for this,” I flashed my ring. “And for the wonderful evening.”
 
    
 
        Then I vanished inside before he could stop me and fifteen minutes later Paul showed up. I grabbed him instantly and pulled him to me, desperate to get the taste of the man who I was going to spend an eternity with off my lips. Paul as usual returned my kiss with as much fervor if not more than myself. After a minute or two we stopped and stared at each other breathing heavily, then that familiar smile stretched across his face. He didn’t hold my hand on the way to the car, I didn’t like that, and he didn’t touch me at all outside of sex unless I instigated it. 
 
        We couldn’t stay at mine due to my dad being ill and sleeping, plus having sex under the same roof as your parent… just weird. When we got to Paul’s place we burst through the door and soon I had him pressed up against the wall whilst I ripped his blue top from his body and tossed it behind me. I hopped on one foot, kicking my shoe off as he untied his laces. As soon as we were both bare footed we slammed back into each other, tugging and stepping out of clothes, leaving a trail of metaphorical breadcrumbs to his bedroom where we fell onto the unmade bed.
 
        Paul wasn’t huge or anything, he was average size but he knew how to use it, that and his magic tongue. We fucked, pure and simple and what an amazing fuck it was. Sweaty body on sweaty body. Clashing, slamming, moaning, crying out, grabbing, the entire time my eyes were shut tight.
 
        “Stay with me,” I remember him asking as he had so many times before. The worst part is I never even once felt tempted. Not like I had with James when he asked. Of course I cared about Paul but not enough to make him happy like that. There are lines you don’t cross in arrangements like that. “Please.” He reached from the bed where he lay on his side breathing heavy, his head propped up on his arm. I’d gathered my clothes at this point and was in the process of zipping up my dress. 
 
        If I’d been a caring person I’d have noticed the look he was giving me was one of restraint and hurt. Like he was ready to jump up and pin me to the bed. Unfortunately I was too oblivious to those kinds of feelings to recognize them. If I had I could have saved myself and James a lot of heartache by ending it then. 
 
        Now to the bad part of this night, the next part I dreamt about. We drove home and he leaned over the console to kiss me. It was then he lay his hand over mine and found the rock sitting there. He suddenly went stiff, his lips lingering on mine. When he pulled back and looked at my hand, clearly my left hand he gulped and then looked back up at me.
 
        “What the fuck is this?” his voice was lower than a whisper, as if he was talking through an exhale. “You’re engaged?”
 
        I nod, “Yeah but I’m free until the wedding.”
 
        “To who?” he said with another gulp, his hands fisted on the steering wheel. All things I didn’t notice as something to acknowledge with any more than a passing glance, at the time I genuinely thought he wasn’t bothered, just annoyed our time was coming to an end. “To James,” I responded around a yawn. “I’m exhausted. I should go in.”
 
        He didn’t push, didn’t say anything. One thing I did notice as I was getting out of the car was the tear that trickled down his cheek and fell from his chin. I excused it as his hay fever playing up, he used to get really bad hay fever. Deep down I think I knew, I think I just didn’t want to address it, I didn’t want our casual times to end, because I was selfish. Kind of like the past few days at Jacob’s with James, I buried it all under a barrier of every kind of solid material known to man and left it there until now. Most of the time I don’t realize I’m doing it. 
 
    
 
        Ok, enough of memory lane, I should really move from bed. I need to jog but I don’t know if that’s allowed, plus I’m too tired in all honesty. Instead I climb into the shower and stand under the red hot spray for as long as necessary. When I’m out I spend extra time on my hair and wear a tunic style black dress with nude stockings and black pumps. I know you aren’t supposed to wear heels in pregnancy, James kindly informed me yesterday. Totally sucks but it’ll be nice to have an excuse to give my feet a rest for a while. 
 
        When I’m finished I fill my bag with essentials for work and step out of my room. Each step brings me closer to the noises coming from the kitchen. I know its James, that’s what makes it worse. Is it wrong that I really don’t know how to react?
 
        “I was just making you breakfast,” he says as I step in. His eyes slowly peruse me from head to toe and back up, he gulps. I do the same with him, he’s casual in jeans and a white button up. Hot with a capital H. “Hungry?” I look at the cereal bowl and smirk, it’s one of three things that James can make successfully. 
 
        Another awkward silence follows, I slide onto a stool at the breakfast bar and fill my mouth. Easier than talking right now. All that can be heard is our spoons against the bowls, the occasional slurp followed by a crunch and another and another. He opens his mouth after swallowing, decides to not say anything and refills his mouth instead. I look at everything but at him. We have refrigerator magnets, I didn’t know this, cute little silver spirals and stars that are holding up a picture Amelia clearly painted of a… is that an owl? On further inspection I see the large disfigured script of two separate words that I’m sure reads ‘Uncle James’… Ha! There’s also a photo of me and James in bed, only my eyes are visible over the edge of the blanket. My head is resting under James’s chin, he’s sleeping. I vaguely remember taking this picture a while ago on his phone. When did he print it off?
 
        “Do you want to ride to work together?” he asks suddenly, making me jump a little. I swallow my mouthful and shake my head, “No, I’ve got a driver coming. I’m heading up to my dad’s grave first.”
 
        “I can take you.” A frown forms on his face, he’s preparing himself for my rejection.
 
        He’s right to prepare, “Not today.”
 
        He doesn’t push it, instead he comes around the breakfast bar and kisses my forehead before taking my bowl to the dishwasher. I head to the door with him by my side. “My car is probably waiting.”
 
        “Of course.” He leans forward, I give him the cheek. “I’ll see you later.”
 
        “I’m going to Marie’s after work so I doubt I will be home until late.” 
 
        I leave without waiting for an answer. If I think this has been hard I can only imagine how it’s going to be later in the office.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349440]Chapter Seven
 
    
 
        The cemetery is completely deserted and completely fucking cold. Not in LA anymore and winter is brewing. I wrap my jacket around myself wishing I’d worn pants instead of my flimsy dress. The grass is damp with dew, I can feel it on my knees and shins after plonking myself atop of his grave none too gracefully. 
 
        “I’m sorry I’m not going to be there to see you have kids,” he mumbles and kisses the top of my head. “I’m so sorry princess.” 
 
       His words swim through my mind and I can hear his voice as if he’s right beside me. I’m overcome with emotion. “I’m sorry too dad, I know you wanted a boy but you got me. Now I have a boy.” I let out a deep breath. I can do this. “What if I screw up? Like drop him or something. I wish I asked you, what I was like as a baby, I wish we spoke about that, maybe I wouldn’t be so freaked out about this. I remember you used to sing to me almost every night and if you didn’t sing you’d read.” Clearing of the throat and swallowing the lump threatening to rise and form into tears. “I’m talking to a gravestone.” I chuckle nervously and glance around, I’m still alone. “I miss you. You’d know what to do, you always did.”
 
    
 
         Nothing, no response. Just a sharp breeze cutting across my body and through my hair. Time to go to work but first I straighten up his flowers, someone has left him an array of Gerber daisies I think they are. I’m no good at gardening therefore the only flowers I know are the most popular sort. These are pretty though and all different colors, yet rather simple, they match my father perfectly. 
 
         The driver, name unknown, opens the door for me as I walk to the car. I climb in and buckle up.
 
    
 
        There are a few people with cameras outside the building, clearly waiting for my return. “Have you broken up with Jacob?” “Are you back with James?” “Is it true you’re pregnant?” That last one spread fast. I really don’t know why they’re interested in me. Although I know how it started, I was in college and created that sensitive shaving foam and other things for a man’s skin. That hit off my social life really well, I was already classed as an heiress before this but I wasn’t photographed or anything.    
 
    
 
        After the sensitive skincare products hit the shelves and sold like hotcakes I suddenly started getting attention. I was called a chemical genius, I wouldn’t go that far. I’m definitely above average where chemistry is involved but I’m no genius. Then they caught me doing crazy crap like puking in the street after a night out. Or making out in the back of a boys truck. The main thing that got their attention was the rape scandal, my friend at the time, her name was Charlotte. She accused a man of spiking her drink and raping her at a party that Summer, Marie, Jessica, myself and two others went to with her.
 
        Don’t worry Charlotte was fine, after six long months of questioning the truth came to light, she was lying. Why she lied? She got pregnant, her parents were Catholic I think and she was too ashamed to tell them the truth. Like I seem to be, she was a late shower in her pregnancy and wasn’t one to wear tight fitted clothes anyway so nobody knew until she had a noticeable bump. That was an awful ordeal because we girls stuck together when we went drinking in our college years but she vanished for an hour, we all searched but to no avail. 
 
        We knew she was lying because the date rape drug that she accused him of using, I believe it was called Rohipnol, correct me if I’m wrong. Well it would have knocked her out for the night, we found her that night, she seemed fine to the rest of us and wasn’t even showing signs of being drunk or even raped, especially not drugged, and you’d assume she’d have some sort of reaction but I’m no professional. That was a long and awful ordeal having to testify against your own friend, of course I wanted to believe her but I just couldn’t. The press were all over me for that and they haven’t left since. They aren’t obsessive, they don’t follow my every move, it’s usually when I’m doing something interesting like going to Vegas straight after my father’s death and wedding and now I’m tied in with Jacob I’m praying it doesn’t get worse. James was just sort of thrown in when we announced our engagement. Eligible bachelor marries eligible bachelorette, yada, yada, yada, boring. 
 
    
 
        Do you know what I just realized? My Channing Tatum poster was still on the wall! With his fantastic green eyes that I stuck on him. 
 
    
 
   How on earth did you get that from what we were just thinking about?
 
    
 
   I’m agreeing with conscience on this one. You have a few random thoughts but that was just weird.
 
    
 
        Give me a break I was in Numbland all night and morning I’m only just finally adjusting to the day. Need coffee. 
 
    
 
   You’re not allowed coffee.
 
    
 
        Ok, we’re here. Now just get out of the car and head to the elevator. Go into your office, speak with Oliver, get some work done, go to lunch with whoever wants to join you and come back to work and avoid James and his office like the plague. Sounds so easy doesn’t it…? Nope. Not at all. Nothing is easy about this.
 
       Step one, I’m out of the car.
 
       Step two, I’m in the building, heads are turning, people are whispering, my knees are wobbling.
 
       Step three, I’m in the elevator. Breathe in, breathe out. There, I feel much better.
 
       Step four, I can’t do this. I feel sick. Fortunately the elevator is stopping on every floor.
 
    
 
   Because you pressed every number!
 
    
 
        Step five, step into hall. Ok, I’m in the hall, now to open my eyes. Oh god. I feel ill. 
 
    
 
   Abort mission, just make it to the nearest bathroom ASAP!
 
    
 
        I run to my office, burst through the door with my hand over my mouth. Oliver is sat at my old desk, he looks horrified, like a man held at gun point. I ignore him and run into the bathroom. My stomach is churning. EWWW, and splat. Oh my god this is horrible, I can’t stop the heaving! 
 
    
 
   That didn’t go so well.
 
    
 
        I feel like shit. Complete and utter fucking shit. I just want to go home and eat a ginger cookie in bed whilst I cry. At least the vomiting has put HER out of my mind.
 
        A warm hand starts rubbing my back as I continue to empty the contents of my stomach into the toilet, I don’t remember eating this much cereal. Ewww. “Hey, are you ok?” It’s James. 
 
       Suddenly I’m angry, hell I’m really angry, I’m so angry I could rip something, dramatically. Like a piece of paper. I flush the toilet and push away from him. “Just leave me alone James.”
 
        “Babe…”
 
        “Just go, seriously. Not now.” It’s not ready to be said yet. I’m not ready for it to be said yet. He puts his hand on my shoulder, I tense. After a sigh of defeat he releases me, kisses the top of my head and backs out of the room probably looking dejected. I wasn’t looking at him, I was staring at the sink like it holds all of the answers to my life. Still am, still got nothing.
 
    
 
        I brush my teeth with a spare toothbrush from the cabinet in said bathroom and head into the office. Oliver is sat there with a glass of water and a packet of Renee. This has James written all over it. 
 
        “Hey Oliver, how’s it going?” I sip the water and chew on a tablet. “Everything running smooth?”
 
        “Yep,” he runs his hand through his silvery blonde hair. He must be at least forty, I know he’s married and has a sixteen year old kid. Or is that what’s his name from the lab? I’ll look it up. 
 
    
 
   No you won’t.
 
    
 
        Shush. “So, I’m just going to sit here, ignore me,” I say and motion to the couch. I sit on the right side and stretch out, then I look up and notice my wedding picture on the wall. James must have put it up there after replacing the smashed frame. Sigh. I swap to the other side so my back is to it, now to get out my laptop. 
 
        “Will you let everyone know I’m back,” I announce into the silence. Oliver looks at me with warm brown eyes. “Don’t worry, you still have that seat, I’m going through medical issues.”
 
        He glances at my stomach and quirks a brow, then mutters under his breath with a chuckle, “medical issues.”
 
        “I have great hearing.”
 
        He just grins and goes back to his computer. 
 
    
 
        There’s a tap at the door and it slowly opens. I’m battling myself, I want it to be James and I don’t. What a curious feeling. Huh. It’s not James, it’s… Summer. Yay!
 
        “Lunch break,” I announce before she says a word.
 
        “Ok.” She agrees with a pretty smile and watches me zip up my coat, her eyes linger on my flat stomach, it’s flat, and I’m not in denial because everything still fits. “So it’s true. You’re pregnant? And you didn’t tell me!” Way to screech.
 
        “I don’t think China heard you, you should shout louder next time.” I deadpan and grip her elbow before pulling her out of the room.
 
        “Sorry.”
 
        “Muppet.”
 
        “Fatty.”
 
         Well! “Bitch!” Scoff.
 
        “Future blimp.”
 
        “I despise you,” I glower at her playfully. She wraps her arms around my waist. “Missed you too. Whore.”
 
        We head to a quiet little café not too far from my building. I order a cheese and sun blushed tomato Panini, if it doesn’t satisfy my craving I’m throwing it at whoever is closest. Poor Summer.
 
        “I can’t believe you’re pregnant.” 
 
        “Enough about me. Tell me, what’s going on with you?” 
 
        She grins wickedly and wags her eyebrows a couple of times, “Well, Chris just got a new job.”
 
        “Do tell.”
 
        “He works for some kind of games company…”
 
        I snort at her puzzled face as she thinks, “Careful there honey. You look like you’re about to hurt yourself.”
 
        “Shut up, I’ve forgotten the name. He’s umm… producing or something.” She waves her hand dismissively. “He’s gotten a raise. We’re moving house!”
 
        I love that the only part she actually knows about is the fact he’s getting a raise. I can’t help it, I cackle. She cackles. “Summer, you’re terrible.”
 
       “Whatever, I’m so excited.”
 
       “When do you move?”
 
       “Three months.” She shrugs and sips her drink. My Panini arrives, nom.
 
       “You haven’t found a house yet have you.” I state because I know it’s true by the sheepish smile on her face so no questioning tone needed. “Wait to have a house party after the invader arrives would you?”
 
        Her excitement shines on her face, “Can I come baby shopping with you?”
 
        “Go with James. He’s excited more than me.”
 
        Now she’s frowning, gah. That’s one thing about Summer, she’s very expressive with her face and her hands. From a distance she probably looks like she’s saying, “I flew a plane and it went like this… and then this…” Because her arms flail. 
 
        “What’s the problem? I know you’re young but…”
 
        I hold up my hand to stop her, “Exactly, I’m young. I’m not ready for this.”
 
        “You’ll be fine once it’s here. So how far along are you?”
 
        “I dunno, about seventeen weeks I think. Can we not talk about this?”
 
        “Fine, what’s the situation with you and James?” Where to begin…
 
    
 
        “It was fine in LA, like nothing bad had happened,” I cover my mouth while I chew. “I suppressed it. Now we’re home… it’s not easy. I can’t forget Summer.” I know I must have a tortured look on my face, mirroring how I feel inside. “I don’t know how to deal.”
 
        She takes my hand over the table, “I can tell you a bunch of pretty things that will make you feel better. Fact of the matter is you’re stuck right now, you’re having his kid. What he’s done is wrong but you can’t change that fact.”
 
        “I know that,” ok, that was a little sharp. “Sorry.” I rub my face with both hands and lean back in my seat. “I would never stop him from seeing Duracell. I just don’t know how to cope around him. All I see when I see him is her impaled on him. Like a bony blonde kebab.”
 
        She howls, it startles everyone in the shop as she laughs and even slams her hand on the table. I’m not impressed. “I… I’m sorry. Th… that was great. Bony blonde kebab.”
 
        “You’ve got the piggy giggles, it’s not attractive.”
 
        “Sorry,” she takes a deep breath and composes herself. “Man I love you… sometimes. Who’s Duracell?”
 
        “The invader, he’s draining me like a rechargeable.” I grunt and drain the last of my drink. “I swear this thing is eating me alive or something.”
 
        “Hey, that thing is a baby.”
 
        “No need to get technical. Baby, battery, invader, same difference.”
 
        “Jessica still not talking to you?” she asks and drains the last of her drink. I throw some money on the table, she knows not to argue anymore, and we head out of the café with our arms linked. “She’s not really talking to anyone.”
 
        I shrug, “I don’t know about that girl. She confuses me. Surely she should agree with me.”
 
        “She’s a strange being.”
 
        “Yup.”
 
    
 
        I glance at my phone, “I should go. I’m going to Marie’s later. Want to come?”
 
        “I don’t see why not,” she shrugs. We hug, we say goodbye and I head up to work.
 
    
 
        By the time it’s actually lunch time again only three hours later I’m starving, Carlos pops his head round the door, “Want anything?”
 
         “Anything, something chocolate. Maybe a sandwich.”
 
         “Would you like to specify?” he chuckles and puts his hand on his hip. 
 
         I wave him off, “Surprise me. No seafood!” The last part I shout after him. Oliver chuckles. “What?” I turn to face him.
 
         He shakes his head in amusement, “I wonder what medical condition tells you no seafood.” I scowl as he taps his chin in thoughts and looks to the ceiling. 
 
         “I’m allergic.”
 
         “Me too, to bullshit,” he then starts whistling to himself. Did I just get dismissed? Well!
 
    
 
    
 
        It’s four when my phone rings, a number I don’t recognize. I answer, “Hello?”
 
        “Hi is this Maya Freeman?” Johnson actually but whatever. 
 
        “Speaking.”
 
        “This is Justine Kettle,” Snort, really? “I’m Amelia’s teacher. I’m afraid there’s been an accident in class.” Now I’m listening.
 
         “God, is she ok?” Please say yes and she’s won an award!
 
         “I have you down as an emergency contact, we can’t get in touch with her father. She’s dislocated her shoulder.” Oh Christ, my poor little angel.
 
    
 
   Yours?
 
    
 
         “I’m on my way,” I grab my jacket and my bag. “Oliver, forward any calls for me. Emergency.”
 
         I don’t wait for him to answer as I’m already out of the office. “I’m with her in the hospital now.” I feel like crying for her, not the teacher, Amelia. I feel like throttling her teacher.
 
        “I’ll speak to you when I get there.” 
 
        “We’re in the E.R, she’s asking for you.”
 
    
 
        As soon as I climb into the cab I call James, no answer. I call Lucas, no answer. I leave him a voicemail and call him ten more times before giving up and calling James again. My heart is literally hammering in my chest and my body is covered in goose bumps.  How on earth does a four year old dislocate their shoulder?
 
        “You’ll be surprised ma’am,” Mr. Cab driver says, I must have said that last part out loud. “That’s why they tell you not to pick up a kid by their hands.”
 
        “Is it easily fixed?”
 
        “Yeah, my youngest fell over, my wife had a hold of his hand and tugged him up as he fell. They had to put him under general anesthetic for a few hours but he was fine. Just a little bit sore.” Thank god for that. “Don’t panic these things happen.”
 
        I can honestly say I’ve never broken a bone or dislocated anything and I was forever falling out of trees and such so this is all new to me. I send a quick text to Marie.
 
    
 
   Maya: Got an emergency, Amelia’s in hospital. Dislocated her shoulder. Won’t be able to make it. Let Summer know.
 
    
 
   Marie: On my way xx
 
    
 
        This is what friends are for, my eyes burn a little bit. Will I be this concerned with my son? Son, hell that sounds foreign even in my mind. 
 
        I throw the driver a fifty and rush through the doors of the E.R.  There’s a plump woman with brown hair sat behind the reception desk. E.R is full to the brim, no sign of Amelia. They must have taken her through. 
 
        “Hi, I’m Amelia Drake’s auntie,” the woman looks up with a bored expression. “She’s been brought in for a dislocated shoulder.”
 
        She points down a long hall by the desk, “Down there, door number three.” Wow, what an awfully monotone voice. I give her a polite nod and practically run down the hall, sending a quick text to Marie on the way.
 
    
 
   Maya: Room three, hall next to the desk in the E.R.
 
    
 
        I knock and enter, my poor little Amelia is the first person I see, her arm is cradled to her chest and her gorgeous little face is pink and splotchy from crying. Yet she smiles when she sees me, and what a smile it is. It’s her special Auntie Maya smile. I rush over and kiss her forehead, careful not to touch anything. “Hey baby girl. How are you feeling?”
 
        She sniffs and looks at her arm, “It hurts.”
 
        “They were waiting for a parent or guardian to arrive, they want to put her under to pop it back in,” this must be the teacher. I look her up and down, she’s tall, lanky even with short black hair. Has she ever eaten a meal in her life? I don’t understand why girls or even guys lose so much weight it doesn’t look healthy. 
 
    
 
   She’d probably disappear sideways.
 
    
 
   HA! Don’t be mean.
 
    
 
        “Do you want to tell me how this happened?” I snap and glare at her, my hands ready to wrap around her bony neck.
 
        She winces under my scrutiny but keeps her cool, “She was playing ring a roses with a friend and unfortunately they span too fast. The other little girl went flying and hit her head, she’s fine, after being checked out, Amelia fell backwards over a chair.”
 
        “What the hell were they doing playing that game inside?” I hiss and put a movie on my phone for Amelia. “That clearly isn’t safe.”
 
        “I’m aware, they shouldn’t have been. They were playing for all of ten seconds, I rushed over but it was too late.”
 
        I pinch the bridge of my nose, “Sorry, I shouldn’t snap. I’m just…” I nod towards the kid. “If you need to get off feel free.” I know I shouldn’t be angry with her but I am, I just need her out whilst I calm.
 
        She leaves ten minutes later and I still can’t get a hold of Lucas. Fortunately James answered a moment ago, I told him what happened, and he’s on his way. As soon as I hang up Marie walks in with a pink fluffy rabbit teddy and a pink foil balloon reading: ‘Get Well Soon’. Why didn’t I think of that?
 
        “Hey squirt,” she says and places them at the end of the bed. Amelia smiles at her and then looks at me in confusion. “I’m Marie, I’m friends with your Auntie here. How you feeling?”
 
        “My arm hurts.”
 
        “Well of course it does, that’s what you get for fighting.”
 
        Amelia giggles a little, “I wasn’t fighting. I fell over.”
 
        “That’s not what the other guy said.”
 
        “Auntie Maya, tell her.”
 
        I raise my hands in surrender, “If Marie says you were fighting big hairy men then I’m gonna believe her.”
 
        “You should see the other guy, two black eyes, bloody nose, she bit his ear.” She squeezes Amelia’s foot. “You’re an animal kid. Gonna make one hell of a boxer one day. Although biting is frowned upon.”
 
   Hmm, I love biting.
 
    
 
   Really? Right now? You’re going to do this right now?
 
    
 
   I’m just saying.
 
    
 
        Amelia giggles, a gorgeous smile lights up her face. Pain forgotten. I listen as Marie tells her joke after joke and then some, whilst I continue to call Lucas. Where the hell is he? 
 
        I watch in shock and disbelief as Marie crouches by the bed, hiding behind the pink rabbit stuffed animal and starts making it talk. Amelia loves it, of course she does she’s four. I’m still shocked though, Marie doesn’t like kids as far as I’m aware but this is Amelia, she could melt a polar ice cap with her smile.
 
    
 
        James rushes in at the same time as the doctor. Then they both step outside again to talk. When James comes back through he looks frustrated and solemn, “I can’t get a hold of Lucas. They want to put her under now.”
 
        “Then that’s what we’ll do.”
 
        “Lucas will be mad.”
 
        “I really couldn’t care less, she’s in pain and we need to do what’s best for her.” I hiss and catch Marie’s eye, she’s now making the stuffed animal do the moon walk, very badly I may add. James touches my cheek softly, I bat his hand away. “You tell that doctor we’re ready when he is.” I still continue to call Lucas, so does James except he calls around the offices to see where he is. Apparently he left work two hours ago. “Go tell him then.” I shove James out of the room and sit back on the chair beside Amelia’s bed. “Hey sweetie. The doctor needs to make you go to sleep for a little while so he can fix your arm. Do you understand?”
 
        She shakes her head, no. 
 
        Marie takes over, yet again with the teddy, “Well he’s going to give you some special medicine and it’s going to make you dream lots of pretty dreams and when you wake up your arm will be all better.” Amelia gives a weak smile, I hold her good hand. “We’ll be here the entire time.”
 
        “I want my daddy.”
 
        “Of course you do baby and he’s on his way. When you wake up he’ll be here with candy and presents and anything else you like,” Grinning widely at her I lean forward and kiss her forehead whilst running my fingers through her hair.
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349441]Chapter Eight
 
    
 
        The doctor came in forty minutes ago, he put a needle in my little princess’ arm. Of course he was a nice doctor, made her laugh, and made her feel at ease. She fell asleep within six seconds of the needle, he put a mask over her face and wheeled her down the hall and out of sight. I’ve never felt so powerless in my life, James won’t stop pacing and ringing Lucas. Marie is chewing on her nails and shaking her knees whilst sat in the chair in the corner. I’m stood staring at a poster on the wall of a baby in the womb. It’s something about smoking and such, and how you shouldn’t. 
 
        The clock is ticking, the room is silent, I don’t know how much time has passed I just know that when Lucas gets here I’m going to throttle him and kick him. I’m so angry, let me rephrase, I’ve never been so pissed off with a man in my life. I could kick a shoe right now and throw something maybe. Damn him.
 
        James comforts me, it does little good, I’m in Numbland and I don’t need visitors. We are escorted to a waiting room with comfy couches and chairs and up to date magazines. Not that I’m going to read any of them. James is still pacing. Marie now has a coffee, the smell is making me nauseous. 
 
    
 
        The doors finally open we all suck in a breath, and then another when we see Lucas stood in the doorway, looking soaked to the bone and rather disheveled. His dark hair is plastered to his forehead. “Is she ok?”
 
        “She’s in surgery,” James states with his arms crossed against his chest, he leans back against the wall and crosses his legs too. He’s not happy. “Where the fuck have you been?”
 
        “Someone I know was…” he sighs and then glares. “Why the fuck is she in surgery? I should have seen her first.” He levels with James. No way am I letting James take that.
 
        I step up to Lucas and prod him in the chest, “Don’t you dare blame us. You’re the one who’s fucking late. I made the decision for them to take her in and I don’t regret it. She was in agony!” shove. “You’re the one who didn’t pick up your fucking phone.”
 
        “I left it…”
 
        “Your little girl dislocated her shoulder and you vanished off the face of the earth.”
 
        His shoulder’s sag and his eyes go from infuriated to solemn, “Christ. I messed up. Is she ok?”
 
        “She’s fine. I could kick you right now.”
 
        “I’m sorry.”
 
        “Save it for Amelia!” I growl and stomp back to my seat. “I don’t want to talk to you right now.” 
 
        “Give me your house keys, I’ll go fetch you some dry clothes and some of Amelia’s things,” Marie says and holds out her hands.
 
        “Are you sure?” Lucas asks and glances at me. “I don’t want you to go out of your way.”
 
        “It’s fine,” she bites out clearly angry with him herself and she doesn’t even know the guy. He hands her his keys and heads to the doors. Before she exits she throws over her shoulder, “Don’t blame me if you find something that bites, in your bed.” And like that she’s gone, leaving me sniggering at the horrified expression on Lucas’ face.
 
        Lucas flops onto the couch beside me causing it to sink in the middle. “Please don’t be mad at me. I would never intentionally ignore something like this.”
 
        “I know,” I relent and take his hand before resting my head on his shoulder. “I could still kick you though.” James looks between me and Lucas, I see his eyes narrow for a second when he looks at our hands. His jaw clenches but he says nothing. Lucas seeming oblivious kisses me on the head and sags back into the couch, his cheek resting on top of my hair. “You should call Sylvia.” I say to James. “She’ll be upset if she finds out and she wasn’t here.”
 
        He nods a little frantically and pulls out his phone. A few moments later we hear, “Hey mom, no, umm… Amelia dislocated her shoulder in school.” I hear her shrieking but I can’t make out what’s she’s saying. “She’s fine she’s in surgery…” he holds the phone away from his ear as she shrieks some more. “Yes, we’re in the private waiting room… We’re all here… Maya too.” Why wouldn’t I be? “Ok. See you soon.” He hangs up. “She’s on her way.”
 
        Told you so. 
 
    
 
        Sylvia arrives at the same time as Marie, Marie places Amelia’s overnight bag next to me and hands a rucksack to Lucas none to gently before taking the spot he vacated. I watch her playing angry birds as Sylvia and James talk quietly in the corner. I love the fact she didn’t even acknowledge me. What the hell have I done to her? So much for our brief bonding moment over her god awful tea party! 
 
    
 
   She’ll come around.
 
    
 
        Lucas comes back in wearing dry, clean Jeans and a blue shirt with some kind of designer logo on the front. He gives Sylvia a hug and joins their conversation in the corner. Something I’m desperate to interrupt.
 
        “Hey James,” I call and he looks up. “Would a fly without wings be called a walk?”
 
        “Here we go,” Lucas sighs but I can see the smile on his face. “Have you texted that one to Jacob yet?” No I have not but I shall, later. I guess there’s no takers for that one. 
 
    
 
   You’re really going to tell jokes whilst you’re sat in a hospital waiting area? Waiting for a girl you all love to finish up in surgery.
 
    
 
   If you’re that bored take James into one of the empty rooms or even the toilet and screw him.
 
    
 
        Good point, my irrationality is getting beat. Dammit. “I’m going to get something to eat.” I stand and stretch. “Anybody want anything” The baby doesn’t stop feeling hungry even in an emergency. If I wasn’t pregnant I wouldn’t be able to eat for a week after this ordeal.
 
        “I’ll come with,” Sylvia says. Marie who was about to stand puts on angry birds again and waves us off. 
 
        “Can you bring some drinks up?” James asks. “And some snacks.”
 
        I nod and curse. “I didn’t bring my purse. I have no money on me.” He smiles and fishes his wallet from his inside pocket and hands me a couple of notes. I take it and follow Sylvia down the hall, we remain silent until we reach the little shop by the entrance. I fill a basket with drinks, potato chips, candy, a couple of sandwiches and pastries and take them to the check out. 
 
        “So,” Sylvia slides up beside me as I bag my things and pay. “You and James?”
 
        “What about me and James?”
 
        “You’re giving it another go?”
 
        I blink, what can I say to that? 
 
    
 
   The truth.
 
    
 
        “No, we’re not.” 
 
        She looks mildly surprised as we head to the café, “Does he know that?”
 
        “I assume so.” She orders a latte and we wait by the side as it’s made. “Why are you suddenly talking to me?”
 
        “Because you’re the love of James’ life apparently. What you did, when you signed the papers. I get it. I was speaking to a friend about it and she said she did the same thing. Fast and easy.”
 
        “Your point being?”
 
        She sighs and leads me to the sugar where she sorts out her drink, “I’m sorry for what I said. You hurt my boy, I was on protective mother mode. Something you’ll know about soon enough.” Don’t remind me. “I’d like to ask for your forgiveness, or at least a truce.”
 
        “Would you be asking for my forgiveness if I wasn’t carrying your first grandchild?” 
 
    
 
   Do you really need her to answer that? Give her a break, the woman has more pride than everyone in this hospital put together. 
 
    
 
        “Eventually yes.” She’s so lying. “Give him a chance to redeem himself. Don’t shut him out. He does love you.”
 
        I let out a shallow laugh, “Why is everyone telling me to forgive him? How can I forgive? People say he did what he did out of revenge. I’m not sure what’s worse, the fact he purposely hurt me or the fact he didn’t trust me or the fact he screwed someone in the office I gifted him.  Forgiveness I’ll probably manage in time but I’ll never forget.”
 
        “His father cheated on me once,” she says with a sad smile. Here we go. “It was hard but I forgave him.” Yeah because he kept your closet stocked. 
 
    
 
   Ouch. Bitch.
 
    
 
        “Sylvia, I love James. I just can’t love him how he wants right now. I’m sorry about your husband, truly I am. But right now is not the time.”
 
        She nods in agreement and fortunately leaves it.
 
    
 
        She makes a good point though, I’m going to need to make a decision soon. As much as I’d like to say, yes I hate him I never want to be with him again. You have to remember he’s the first man I’ve ever loved, I’m carrying his child, and he’s constantly there. Even when I moved he’d text me daily, asking how I was, even if I didn’t reply he’d still ask and still tell me about his day. 
 
        Like on our wedding day, he looked so handsome by the way, he remained by my side the entire night. I remember after saying our vows and the party started, we were having our first dance as a couple, he leaned forward and brushed his lips against my ear. “I promise I will make you happy Maya.”
 
        All I did was smile up at him in response, and it was a fake smile. One full of blame that screamed, ‘You have taken my freedom’. We danced, we drank, and we mingled with everyone like a happy couple should. He had a constant smile on his face one that I thought was an act. For the months prior to our wedding he took me out on occasion and picked me up from my drunken nights out but he never seemed pleased with me, he was always snapping and aggravated, I just never cared enough to ask why. He was there to help with my dad even though I never asked. I didn’t realize it at the time but he was my rock and how did I repay him? By effectively treating him like shit. It’s no wonder he did what he did.
 
    
 
        My dad was at my wedding, a proud smile on his face. Unfortunately he was in a wheelchair and had a nurse pushing him around, an oxygen tube constantly attached to his nose. His cough was terrible, so terrible at one point his nurse took him out of the ceremony. That pissed me off but my dad said he ordered her to do it because he was disturbing the service, like hell he was. He stayed for half an hour at the party before going home. I knew he didn’t have long I just didn’t want to face it.
 
        James and I entered our hotel room the night of our wedding, I remember kicking my shoes off because they were killing my feet and dropping onto the bed. His heated gaze looked me up and down, as I sprawled out in my huge white dress. “Stunning,” he grinned and flopped down beside me. “You have to be the most beautiful bride I’ve ever seen, and ever will see.”
 
        We both just stared at each other for the longest time, his eyes soft, mine wary. Then his shaking fingers stroked down my arm, he turned on his side and leaned over me with one elbow propping up his head. I shivered, my stomach burned from that tiny touch as his green eyes stared intently into mine. It’s a lot like what happened that time with Lucas actually, when we played hide and seek and he tried to kiss me. James had the same look on his face before he kissed me on our wedding night. Innocent yet needy, lust filled and a little desperate. 
 
        He pressed his lips to mine, I reciprocated, I remember nibbling on his lower lip and wrapping my fingers in his hair. His loud groan as he slipped on top of me and pressed his hot length against my hip made my entire body spasm with need. And then he said three words, three words that woke me up from my stupor and had me instantly hating him on the inside. “I love you.” 
 
        I pushed him off me and jumped up, my heavy dress sent me stumbling a little. A startled James hopped up and stood in front of me. “Will you unzip me?” I turned and pointed to the invisible zip going down the length of my back. 
 
        “Is everything ok?” he asked as his fingers slid the fabric open. I clutched the dress to my front and picked up my overnight bag. He followed me to the bathroom but I closed the door on my way in, pretty much in his face. I was ready to bolt but I didn’t. I got changed into a red satin chemise, I pulled my hair out of the diamond studded grips and watched it fall to my waist in thick waves. I can’t remember a time I’d been more excited or more nervous at the prospect of having sex, except maybe my first time. 
 
        James’ eyes went as huge as saucers when I stepped out of the bathroom, I laughed when he started stripping, his eyes never leaving me. He pulled his pants down before he pulled off his shoes, lifted his foot to untie his laces and fell backwards onto his ass. I laughed until I cried, he never faltered, just gave me a cheeky grin and continued undressing. Wow, I’d never seen such a beautiful male before. James was perfect in all the right places, perfectly trimmed and toned without too much muscle tone, his golden skin just made him so much better. The mere sight of him had me groaning in need.
 
         Expecting his body to slam into mine I braced myself for impact of mouth and body, it didn’t however. Instead he reached out and twirled a lock of my hair around his finger and pulled me forward into his body oh so gently. His hands went from my neck down my shoulders and arms and to my hips. Slowly and carefully as if savoring every inch of me with his whispering touches. 
 
        His lips brushed my neck, his styled hair tickled my cheek but I was too preoccupied with the havoc his lips and tongue were wreaking on my skin to give a damn. 
 
        And then my phone rang. I’d set sirens as the ringtone for my dad’s nurse so when we heard it we both looked up in panic. Our wedding night was over because my dad had gone into cardiac arrest. 
 
    
 
    
 
        I snap back to the present when I enter the waiting room and there’s the doctor that operated on Amelia stood before Lucas shaking his hand. “I’ll take you to her room now.”
 
        “Oh thank god,” I sigh and rush to Lucas’ side. He wraps me in a tight hug, his entire body shaking with fear still left behind. I assume it’s from when the doctor came in and started to talk, he clearly expected the worst. “She’s fine.” I reassure him.
 
         I release him and step over to James who smiles at me fondly. I laugh a little when he takes my bag, it isn’t even heavy by the way, and then takes my hand.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        Amelia looks completely drained of energy to say the least, her arm is in a sling and cradled to her chest. She still smiles when we all come in but her smile is for her father this time. We all step outside to give them a moment, I use this time to hand around drinks and take my own. 
 
        Lucas lets us back in five minutes later, we’re all eager to see the little princess. “Hey you,” I say and kiss her forehead. “I think she deserves something special for being such a brave girl.”
 
        “DS, with the camera,” I love the way she says camera. Cam errrrr ah. Wait, how does she even know what a Nintendo DS is, she’s four? I tell her as much, to which she responds. “And a half.” Christ, has it been that long since her birthday? “And Jamie in school has one.” 
 
        “Is Jamie your boyfriend?” Marie smirks and winks at Lucas. “Gonna have a little heartbreaker here.”
 
        “Noooo!” Amelia buries her face in her teddy, she even giggles a little. “Jamie’s a girl.” 
 
        “Time to sleep now princess,” Lucas interjects and turns to us all as if to say, ‘please take the hint and piss off’. I give her a kiss on the forehead and hug Lucas before stepping out of the room. The others say ‘see you later’ with numerous hugs and kisses and we leave, happy, relieved and talking about who is going to buy her the god damn DS. 
 
        “Fine, we’ll all get it,” Marie shrugs and there’s a murmur of agreements. “Well I’m beat. Anybody need a ride?”
 
        Sylvia glances at me and James, a mischievous look is on her face, I don’t like it. “Yes, that would be great actually.” Now I really don’t like it.
 
        “But… I don’t mind, really,” I say and glare at Marie, she just shrugs. Thanks buddy, real great,
 
        “See you kids later.” Sylvia grins, I watch her pucker her lips and kiss James on the cheek. He hates it when she does this yet she always does it. Momma’s boy.
 
    
 
         We stand and watch them leave, an awkward silence settling over us. I shuffle, he shuffles. 
 
    
 
   Say something.
 
         “Momma’s boy,” I blurt. 
 
   You sicken me.
 
    
 
        “I’m not a momma’s boy,” he scoffs and pulls out onto the street only to get stuck in traffic.
 
        “Of course you’re not,” I flutter my eyelashes, my sarcasm meter in the heavy zone. 
 
    
 
        I open one of the sandwiches I purchased earlier and go to take a bite right before it’s yanked out of my hand leaving my teeth to bite into nothing but air. What the fuck? “Give that back!”
 
       “It has mayonnaise in it.”
 
       “And?”
 
       “You’re not supposed to eat mayonnaise whilst you’re pregnant,” he says and bites into the sandwich himself. I huff and rest my head against the window. “But I love mayonnaise,” I sound like a whiney child and I don’t care. He doesn’t give it back and the other sandwiches are ham, ham sucks. Asshole.
 
    
 
        When we get into the apartment after a long silent ride home I head to the kitchen and immediately call Jacob. He’s not happy I didn’t call him that’s for sure and says he’s going to send her something. I watch as James holds up a jar of jelly and a loaf of bread, I pretend to gag. What am I, five, who eats jelly on toast? I opt for some fruit and yogurt instead, he can make that too. That equals number four on the list of things he can actually make.
 
    
 
        “You there?” Jacob says.
 
        “Yeah sorry.”
 
        “Don’t you have anything to say?”
 
        Umm… “About what?”
 
        “Everything I just said,” he half shouts in disbelief. 
 
        I grin, even though he can’t see me, “Sorry but I stopped paying attention after the first sentence. You can really rant.”
 
        “You’re such a… a…”
 
        “You should really stop that Jacob, one of these days you’re going to damage yourself.”
 
        “Stop what? Insulting you?” he laughs once.
 
        “No, I mean thinking. It clearly doesn’t work for you,” James starts laughing, I slap him upside the head, stay out of my conversation. “So if you have a fly with no wings, do you call it a walk?”
 
        Jacob sighs, I’m guessing he’s pinching the bridge of his nose, I have that effect on people. “I actually miss you.”
 
        “Awwwww. That’s nice. I’d miss me too.”
 
        “You’re a bitch.” 
 
        “Creativity is the key to a great insult Jacob. I’ve been called a bitch that many times it may as well be my middle name. Don’t worry, I wouldn’t expect your small brain to think up something spectacular when you only have a maximum of eight seconds to respond.” Silence. More silence. “Jacob?”
 
        “Huh? Sorry, I stopped listening after the first word of your rant.” That cheeky! “Laters.” Beep. He just hung up on me!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349442]Chapter Nine
 
    
 
        “JAMES!” I shout and barrel into the living room. Bump. Oh god. 
 
        “What?” he jumps up from the couch and rushes straight over to me. 
 
        I point to my stomach, “It’s doing something!”
 
        “What?” wow, he looks panicked. “What do you mean?”
 
        Bump. “It did it again! It feels like a bubble popping.”
 
        He places his hand on my stomach, it’s not going to do it now and I’m going to look like a liar. Bump. Or not. His panic is replaced with a gorgeous full toothed smile, he drops to his knees in front of me and places both hands under my dress, effectively flashing my panties and stockings, although he doesn’t seem interested in that. Watch it buddy. Bump.
 
        “He’s kicking,” his eyes widen in awe. I go to talk but he shushes me and stays right where he is his warm palms causing a stirring deep within. 
 
        “I’m gonna…”
 
        “Shush.”
 
        “But it’s…”
 
        “Shush.” Whatever then. Bump. Stop that would you, it’s really weird. James looks up at me through his thick lashes and then back to my stomach. He leans forward whilst sliding up my dress a little further, causing me to shiver all over as the soft fabric tickles my skin, and kisses between my belly button and panties. “That’s amazing.” It’s annoying. 
 
        “Can I go to bed now?” I grunt and step away from him. “I’m tired.”
 
        He shrugs whilst straightening up, “It’s your apartment too.” 
 
        “I was thinking of moving in with Marie for a little bit. Just until we get ourselves sorted.”
 
        “Why would you do that? Am I annoying you?”
 
        I shake my head, “No, but things are just so tense and when they’re not it’s still tense because you’re nervous about upsetting me and I’m nervous because I’m scared you’ll want to talk.”
 
       “Well we do need to talk Maya.”
 
       “I’m aware of that… I just don’t know how.”
 
       “How to what huh? How to talk about your feelings?” he whisper shouts. Bump. Don’t you start?
 
        I groan and pretend to pound my head on the counter, “Don’t push it. Not now. It’s all far too fresh.”
 
       “Why can’t you just tell me how you feel?” That’s it, I’m done. I stand up and go to walk away, he intercepts me and places his hands on my shoulders. “Dammit Maya just tell me how you feel!”
 
        “Why should I? Why should I tell you how I feel when that’s the reason you hurt me in the first place!” I scream, and what a screaming sentence it is, I’ve finally snapped. My throat aches immediately afterwards so I take a large gulp of air to calm myself. “I’m done with this. I can’t deal with this right now. Just leave me alone.”
 
        I storm into my bedroom leaving him to wallow. He just had to push didn’t he? And now I’m angry, so damn angry I could kick something. Smack, take that shoe. Ouch, my toe hurts. “Fuck.” I hop over to my bed and flop down face first. Bump. Go away.
 
    
 
    
 
        Things could be better I won’t lie. James was gone before I left this morning. He made me cereal and left a note saying he had a meeting. He also left me a tablet and a glass of orange, the note stated the tablet is a prenatal vitamin. It wasn’t pleasant to swallow.
 
    
 
   Speaking of swallowing.
 
    
 
   Give it a rest.
 
    
 
        “Good morning!” I call as I walk into Lucas’ apartment. I instantly spot Amelia on the couch watching TV with the remote in her good hand. “Auntie Maya!” she calls. I rush over and give her a kiss. She was released an hour ago, I got the text as soon as I woke up. “Has daddy fed you yet?”
 
       It’s only eight thirty so I doubt it. Where is he anyway? She shakes her head and asks for pancakes. I pad into the kitchen and get cracking, not before turning on the radio. “Coz baby you’re a firework.” Nana nana noooo nan ah. 
 
        I catch a flash of brown hair dart past the kitchen, huh. That wasn’t Lucas. I scramble for a look and find a scrawny looking woman struggling to pull the door open with clearly trembling hands. “Who the hell are you?” I ask none too politely, taking note of her ratty, dirty pants and too small jacket and the huge rucksack on her back. Her hair is wet and tied back in a hairband like she’s just had a shower. She looks like an addict, all sunken eyes and hanging skin and dull eyes. “Answer me.”
 
       “It’s ok Maya, she’s with me,” Lucas sighs and steps into the hall. I narrow my eyes on the startled female and then on Lucas. “She’s a friend. She needed a place to crash.”
 
        “Sorry,” the girl squeaks and finally opens the door. I quirk an eyebrow at Lucas. “Explain. Now.”
 
        “Remember at the hospital yesterday? She was the reason I was late.” Fuck, the pancakes! I dash back into the kitchen and flip them. He continues after following me through. “She used to be friends with my wife. Although now she’s… she’s got it tough. Got into the wrong shit.”
 
        “Let me guess, she needed money?”
 
        He shrugs, “Yeah, but I didn’t give her any. I’m not stupid enough to pay for her habit. I did let her have a shower though and wash her clothes after a couple hours of rest.”
 
        It shouldn’t bother me but it does, it shouldn’t even be my business but for some reason it is. Instead of speaking I exercise my dad’s advice and get to work on the pancakes which are a little more browned than I’d like. If you can’t say anything nice don’t say anything at all. Lucas leans against the counter and gives me a crooked smile. I glare at him and shove Amelia’s plate in his hands.
 
       “You’re mad at me?” he laughs once. I point to the doorway, my eyes clearly saying, “Get that food to your daughter now.” He gulps and exits. I hand him his exactly how he likes it, with syrup on each layer mixed with chopped banana. “Thank you.”
 
       “So she’s an addict?” That he invited into his home and near his daughter.
 
       “It’s pretty obvious isn’t it,” he sighs and rubs his temples. “It’s sad, she used to be so attractive.”
 
        “What happened?”
 
        “Like so many of us in the lower class, she lost her job, her house and got in with a bad crowd to make a bit of cash.” His green eyes dim with sorrow. “If you hadn’t have found me, Amelia would be in care. I’d probably be on the welfare. What good are qualifications if you can’t use them?”
 
        I grip his hand across the bar and give him a small smile, “Don’t think about that ok? So, tell me about this woman. She seemed a bit skittish.”
 
        “She’s desperate for drugs, she wasn’t running away she was running towards her next hit.” 
 
        “Can’t she go to rehab or something?”
 
        He raises an eyebrow and snaps at me like I’m clueless, which I am, but so not the point right now, “Do you have any idea how much that costs?”
 
        “Sorry,” wow, grumpy ass or what? “I told you when we first met I’m a spoilt bitch and I know nothing about the real world in that sense.”
 
    
 
        My dad sheltered me well, in some ways I wish he hadn’t because poverty seems to keep staring me in the face at the moment and I don’t know a thing about it. “How’s James?”
 
        “He wants to talk.”
 
        “So talk?” his tone is a question, he wants to know why I don’t want to talk and also thinks I should. At least that’s what I’m assuming. 
 
        “I can’t, I daren’t.”
 
        “Talk to me then?”
 
        I laugh and shake my head in disgust, mostly for myself rather than the situation that is me and James, “I’m so conflicted. He wants me, that much is obvious but he hurt me.” He nods for me to continue. “That’s just it. That’s as far as I’ve gotten. So many voices screaming in my head, all completely different things. I just don’t know what I want. I miss him, I miss being close to him but…”
 
        “Every time you close your eyes you see those photos.”
 
        “Yeah, how’d you know?” 
 
        “Because I did the same thing to my wife before we got married,” he replies honestly with a blank face. “I fucked up, I was young and stupid, this girl came on to me at a party and I screwed her in the bathroom whilst my wife was downstairs with her friends. Worst decision I ever made.”
 
        Wow, that’s really bad. 
 
    
 
   Like you can talk!
 
    
 
        Right, remain non-judgmental. Got it. “How old were you?”
 
        “I was eighteen when it happened and nineteen when she found out,” he cringes at the memory. “The girl that I had sex with, she was jealous of our relationship. I don’t mean to sound big headed but she wanted me.”
 
        “You’re a hot guy,” I giggle. “Continue.” This story is starting to sound good.
 
    
 
   It’s about his dead wife, have some compassion!
 
    
 
        He cringes again and shudders a little as he speaks, “I proposed to her publicly. In front of a crowd when I was nineteen. Unfortunately that bitch was in said crowd and decided to tell her in front of everybody. I don’t know why she waited so long.”
 
        I pinch my lips together, no, no, no. It’s coming up, it’s brewing, I can’t hold it… and the laughing commences. His mouth drops open in shock. I can’t help it, it’s awful but at the same time you can just imagine the room being silent and then the other woman coming up and saying, I fucked your boyfriend, I imagine the entire room going still. The crack of Crystal’s (his wife’s) hand against his face, someone would cough, and maybe a glass would roll and shatter. If I was in the crowd I’d pee myself, it’d be fucking funny. 
 
    
 
   You’ve been on the receiving end of that pain. Get a hold of yourself.
 
    
 
       “I’m sorry,” I wipe my eyes. “I’m so sorry. That’s awful but still… What happened next?”
 
       “I’m not telling you,” he scowls at me and pouts, James style, it doesn’t suit him. Calming myself by clearing my throat, I sit up straight and wait. He sighs and goes on. “Well she left me. For about six months. Then I went to college and studied English Literature but hated it, she was there also and we clicked again. She got a degree in photography, I took a course in joinery a few months later at a local building company. I proposed to her again when we turned twenty and we got married a year later. Then two years later we started trying for a kid, once we had the nice house, the cars, and the jobs.” A huge grin stretches across his face. “She was my best friend. Quiet, composed, sweet and adorable. Not to mention sexy as fuck.” I find myself smiling with him, just picturing her in my mind, he rarely talks about her which is understandable so I’m grateful for this little tidbit of their time together. “I couldn’t work for a couple of months after the crash and I had Amelia to fend for and the funeral. The house was up for sale barely three months after their deaths. You would have loved Annie, she was a treasure, so different too Amelia. Always climbing and talking back. She was certainly a mini you. Minus the swearing and the whoring tendencies.”
 
       Well! “I do not have whoring tendencies!”
 
       “Please, you had three different guys on at once.” He smirks and raises an eyebrow. “Tell me how that happened.”
 
    
 
        What a tale that is… not, yet I tell it anyway. As you already know I lost my virginity to Paul. I’m not even sure how we got to know each other that way. Let me see, I remember him picking me up that time from the burnt patch where I threw up on his shoes… oh I remember! It was my first summer break from college, I came back and he was at the same party I attended. He was stood in the corner with a beer in his hand looking all suave and sexy and cool. Nothing happened that night but we did make out a lot afterwards. He told me he didn’t do relationships, I told him I felt the same. Then he offered to take my virginity, promising me complete enjoyment. I wasn’t waiting for marriage or anything I just hadn’t clicked enough with anyone to give it away, I just thought fuck it and went for it. I lost my virginity and spent the next six months in Europe. When I came back we continued our open relationship. I was working hard in the lab when I met Frankie, small world. So I had a bit of fun with him after stating my have sex, no love rule and along came Kaden about two weeks later, now Kaden was an amazing guy. In a band, loads of tattoos, he wanted to get serious quick but for all the wrong reasons, I met him in a bar one night, he was performing and was pretty decent. Even wrote a song about me during our time together. He liked my money that was all, he was a bum and a bit on the lazy side so I ended it with him five or six weeks later. Then Frankie told me to break it off with Paul, I was shocked when they both found out about each other and rather than break it off with me they turned it into a challenge between them. 
 
        Paul was clever though, I kept saying to them I wouldn’t fall in love and I wouldn’t sleep over, it was sex pure and simple. Frankie didn’t listen, Paul clearly did. Paul probably knew Frankie would crack, Frankie was a sensitive male, if you think James is sensitive you should’ve seen this guy. He cried over everything. Even when his mom shouted at him for leaving a condom at the top of the trash. That made me laugh, which made him cry harder.
 
        And then I got sort of famous, and busy and loaded. Paul broke it off, told me he couldn’t keep seeing me like that anymore. I remember that moment and now it flashes through my mind I can recall the exact look on his face when I smiled and said, “Ok, thanks for an awesome time. Stay in touch.” He was hurt, I even remember his lip trembling a little. I don’t think he actually wanted to break up with me, I think he was just testing to see if I cared. Unfortunately I didn’t.
 
    
 
        “But how did you fit three guys into your schedule?”
 
       I grin wickedly, “I gave them their own days of the week.”
 
       “You’re fucking kidding?” he gasps and then bursts out laughing. “This is something I have to hear. Do you remember the ‘schedule’?” he uses his fingers as air quotes and laughs again.
 
        “Paul was, Monday, Wednesday and Friday. Frankie was Tuesday and Sunday. Kaden was Thursday and Saturday. No two days together. They’d come at all hours of the night. Paul was my favorite.”
 
        “You speak of him like a character in a movie or something.”
 
        “I’ll always have a soft spot for him, he took my virginity, and he’s a great guy.” I sigh in remembrance and slam my hands on the table. Bump. Great. “Baby’s awake and kicking.”
 
        Lucas smiles and then stops when he notices my frustrated expression. “Can I?” 
 
        I shrug and stand up, he stands beside me and places his hand on my slightly protruding stomach. Bump. Lucas laughs and moves his hand down a little so his pinky finger rests on the waist band of my jeans. Bump. “That’s awesome. I forgot how weird it feels.”
 
        “You think?” I snort and startle when he moves his hand under my shirt and onto my stomach. 
 
    
 
   Hmm.
 
    
 
   Don’t even think about it.
 
    
 
   His skin is on mine, what do you expect? I’m human and he’s… warm. 
 
    
 
   Just warm huh?
 
    
 
        He steps away a moment later when the invader settles and smiles down at me, “How can you not find that amazing?”
 
        “Man without a womb says what?” Bump. Enough you irritating little… gah, that’s really annoying. Bump.      Bump. 
 
    
 
       Little monster is talking back already, good boy. Give me hell. 
 
    
 
        I don’t realize I’m stood in the middle of the kitchen with my hand on my stomach and a smile on my face until Lucas clears his throat. My face falls blank, “What?”
 
        He raises his hands, shrugs and smiles before pulling me through to the room where we sit and watch a movie with the poorly girl. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349443]Chapter Ten
 
    
 
        The week has gone by rather slowly. Amelia is back in school and is excited to have her new friend over on Saturday. She got her Nintendo DS as promised, the one with the camera and a bunch of games from us all. Her arm is getting better which is also fabulous, although she is still in a sling.
 
        Now for the bad news, James, what can I say? I’ve received flowers every other day this week and boxes of candy every day. All of said candy got eaten on the same day of delivery, within the first hour. Yet we still haven’t spoken, he’s attentive, he’s perfect. There’s still something missing. He keeps hinting that he wants to talk. How can I talk when I don’t know what it is I want to say?
 
        I don’t think I deserve you but I don’t think I deserved what you did? Does that even make sense? You’re a great guy and I love you but right now I don’t like you. Do I like him? I’m sick of the sad looks he gives me every night before we retire to our separate rooms. I hate that I can’t comfort him, I want to but I don’t know how and I don’t think he deserves it.
 
        Summer has been a constant and I’m sad to say I haven’t heard from Jacob or Marie since Amelia’s accident. Although I have been stalking him on twitter and sending him dirty messages to see if he ever gets them along with his many others. He showed me a few of the things his fans sent him via twitter and let me just say, I used to think I was creative in the bedroom, some of the things these girls have promised him are downright nasty. Too sick to repeat, even in my own mind. I believe one of them mentioned fisting though and that’s mild compared to the others.
 
    
 
   Gross.
 
    
 
   Her vagina will be touching her knees by the time she’s thirty.
 
    
 
   If she can handle a fist, I’d be shocked if it’s not already.
 
    
 
   I bet she has some ugly beef curtains.
 
    
 
        I just puked a little in my mouth. Gross. 
 
    
 
        Ok, something’s not right here, I’m tugging my pants up and I’m attempting to button them. *Pip*. Did that really just happen? Oh my god, my black plastic button with four tiny holes is now staring up at me from the ground. That did not just happen.
 
    
 
   Oh it did.
 
    
 
   It’s all part of the pregnancy.
 
    
 
        My button. “AHHHHH!” 
 
        My bedroom door bursts open, “What’s wrong?” James pants and gives me a frantic body scan with his hands, I’m certain it’s just an excuse to touch me but I’m going with it, damn his hands feel good. With a dramatic quivering lower lip I point to the button on the floor and pull my pants together. His mouth forms the shape of an O as he scoops up the button and looks at my belly. He says nothing, there’s nothing for him to say, we both know it. I’m getting podgy, pregnancy or not, my pants don’t fit and in my shallow mind this is worse than breaking a leg. 
 
        “I’m sorry baby, maybe we should get you some bigger clothes?” he suggests. 
 
        He did not just say that, “I’ve never been bigger than a six!” I shriek and slap him on the chest. “Are you fucking kidding me?”
 
        “Ok, ok, we’ll get you some nice pants with a stretchy waist!”
 
        “Those went out last year! Christ, next you’ll be telling me to wear a skirt with leggings. What is wrong with you?” Men! 
 
        “I just…” he growls and does a full turn before facing me again. “You’re hormonal… Ouch. Did you just kick me?”
 
        “Don’t you dare blame this on my hormones? This is all your fault!” A tear escapes. Why the hell am I crying? He wraps his arms around me, trying to still his body so I don’t feel him laughing. “Stop it.”
 
        “I’m sorry baby, you’re just so damn cute when you’re grumpy. What can I do to make you feel better?”
 
        “I really want a lemon.”
 
        He leans back so he can see my face, “A lemon?”
 
        “Yeah, I’m really craving a lemon.”
 
        “Ok then, anything else?”
 
        “Some fizzy candy. And an apple.” I kick off my pants and search through my closet. “And some of those little bite sized brownies would be kick ass. Thanks sweetie.”
 
        I hear his footsteps on the ground come to a halt, his keys jingle in his hand I assume, “If you think of anything else just text me.”
 
        Yeah, yeah whatever.
 
        It’s too cold for a dress, fortunately I still fit in my jeans, it’s just my tailored suit pants I’m having problems with. I love those pants, they make my ass look fab, or so I’ve been told. 
 
    
 
   Maya: My button popped of my favorite suit pants… Waa.
 
    
 
   Jacob: HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA…. (Breathe) HAHAHAHAHA.
 
    
 
   Maya: I really don’t like you right now.
 
    
 
   Jacob: Wait, I’m not finished.
 
   Jacob: HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA! Ok, done. You ok?
 
    
 
   Maya: James suggested I buy bigger clothes!! 
 
    
 
   Jacob: That may be a realistic endeavor.
 
    
 
   Maya: Its  official, I really do dislike you!
 
    
 
   Jacob: Tell me what’s going on in the world of Maya. How’s Amelia?
 
    
 
   Maya: She’s doing great. Got her DS. She said thank you for her box of crafts. Lucas says he hates you. Especially for the fairy dust, I love it though. And other than my pants shrinking nothing is going on in my world.
 
    
 
   Jacob: I knew you’d love the fairy dust! And yes your pants are shrinking, let’s stick with that. LOL.
 
    
 
   Maya: I saw you on the cover of a magazine the other day. You were with a very stunning blonde. Name unknown.
 
    
 
   Jacob: My cousin. Still only got eyes for you baby ;) 
 
    
 
   Maya: Don’t tease me, it’s been too long since I had my tunnel tickled! Text you later. James is back with my mountain high stack of craving munchies. 
 
    
 
   Jacob: HA! Tunnel tickle, that’s great! :-) Good girl, you feed that pudgy belly.
 
    
 
   Maya: I’m very close to wanting to hit you in the face with a pie. Preferably made of shit. Goodbye Mr. Stone. 
 
    
 
    
 
        I’m sat on the couch watching TV when James returns with my grub. He heads into the kitchen and starts banging around. Fifteen minutes later he re-enters carrying a tray full of sliced apples, sliced lemons, brownies, candy and so many other goodies my mouth is watering like a waterfall, in suspense of the first bite. Mm. 
 
        “How are you feeling?” he asks as I dive in for a lemon and sink my teeth in.
 
        “Fat. Hungry.”
 
        He kneels in front of me as I’m popping another piece of lemon into my mouth. Yummy. I giggle when his lips go thin and he cringes, clearly imagining the taste on his own tongue. “Put the food down.”
 
        I slowly lower the lemon and push the tray away. 
 
    
 
        His hands touch the outside of my thighs and slowly move up sending tingles through my entire body. I feel his fingers hook into the back loops of my jeans, then he pulls me to the edge, my eyes never leave his. It’s the most amazing sight, watching his green eyes dilate. Moving a little closer he presses himself against me. My foof is the perfect height for his ‘little James’ and by god it feels good. My insides are quivering. 
 
        “I miss you,” he mumbles and his hands inch up my hips and under my vest, extremely slowly he pulls it up until my black lace bra is showing. Then my vest is on the floor, I don’t even have time to register the sudden vanishing of material because his mouth is on my stomach and his hand is pushing my shoulders back so I’m laid back with my legs splayed out over the edge. 
 
        The sensation is amazing, his teeth clasp over my hard nipple through my lace bra. I groan. I don’t know if it’s because I’m pregnant or deprived, or even a little bit of both. His tongue circles it slowly and softly as his hands deftly open the button on my jeans. I feel a relief of pressure when he pops it open, I have no doubts I have angry red lines where the denim has dug into my flesh. I daren’t look, I’ll be devastated.
 
    
 
   Stop thinking and start feeling!
 
    
 
        He claims my mouth greedily, his tongue delves into my mouth, I press my own against it. It only takes him two seconds of separation to pull my pants off. Leaving me in nothing but my matching black panties and bra and the extra pudgy, pudgy is the name for the bulge of my belly in case you were wondering. His large hands grip my back as he lifts me and swaps our places so he’s sitting on the couch and I’m straddling him.
 
       Bony blonde kebab. Fuck.
 
    
 
   Fuck. Put it out of your mind. Erase it.
 
    
 
   Don’t think. Just feel.
 
    
 
   You can do this, you can forget.
 
    
 
   Please forget! I’ll do anything!
 
    
 
        “I can’t,” I’m pushing him away, a little frantically. “I’m sorry I can’t.” He grips me tighter but I shove back and take a few steps backwards so I’m out of his reach. My breathing is labored and heavy, my eyes are burning. All I can see in my mind’s eye is her and his smug smile. “I feel…” I dash through my bedroom and into the bathroom. Splat, lemons are vile coming back up. I purge and heave, praying the memories of those god awful photos go with it. They don’t, they stay lodged at the front of my mind which only makes me vomit harder. 
 
        “Don’t shut me out baby, please,” he says as he rubs my back and holds my hair out of the way. I wipe my mouth with a piece of tissue and flush before staggering over to the sink to brush my teeth. “Baby.” His hands instantly go to my hips, his thumbs circle my pudgy but right now it feels wrong. 
 
        “Stop it,” I shout at him and surge toward my fluffy bath robe. I pull it on with attitude and turn to glare at him. “I can’t, I just can’t!”
 
        “When will you then?” he shouts back and lets out a laugh. “Stop fucking with me, at least give me a damn answer!”
 
        “A damn answer to what?”
 
        “Anything! Just talk to me.”
 
        My hands go to my hips and my eyes narrow, “You wanna talk. Let’s talk. I thought…” sigh. “I genuinely thought I was doing a good thing. I messed up with the Lucas thing. I’m an idiot, I should’ve told you when you could smell his aftershave on me. You know me, I’m not a liar. Sure I withhold the truth a little but all those lies I told. It was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do.” I prod him in the chest. “You moan to me about communication, how I don’t talk about my feelings! What about you? If you’d spoken to me properly instead of accusing me like a paranoid lover then we could have avoided this!”
 
        “I know it’s my fault.” His eyes are wide with panic and his entire body is frigid as a board. He’s ready for me to bolt. “I wish I’d never done what I did. The entire time I felt sick. I couldn’t even… god.”
 
        Ewww. “I don’t want to know the details you asshole!” What the fuck does he want from me? “We’re treading on eggshells around each other. I don’t know what to say or do. You’re the same. This sucks, all I can see is her dammit! That’s how I feel. You’re tainted, every touch of yours is tainted by her! Why would you even do that to hurt me? If you love me so damn much then why? I don’t get it at all!”
 
        “I don’t know,” he shouts so loud my brain just bonked around in my skull a little. His face is red and his eyes bulging. Scary. “I don’t fucking know!” I love it when he swears, so damn sexy. “I’m sorry! I just, I was so sure! You were edgy, panicked, giddy, like a Maya times ten. The thing that made me most suspicious was how attentive you became all of a sudden, the casual touches, the telling me you loved me without me saying it first. I never believed you were actually in love with me Maya, I just thought you felt guilty.”
 
        “Well I was in love with you.”
 
        “Was?”
 
        “Still am. It just doesn’t mean anything anymore.”
 
        “Don’t say that,” he frowns and reaches for me. I shake my head and rub my tired eyes. His hand drops limply to his side. “I spoke to Paul. About your relationship with him before we broke up.” Now we’re getting somewhere. “He told me most of the details, told me how after so long you still walked away without looking back. Yet when I was with…” he clears his throat. I know he’s talking about bony blonde. “Well, you got jealous, our relationship was pretty great after that. Almost like subconsciously you were scared to lose me.”
 
        “You just don’t get it. I was like that because I was so set on the fact I didn’t deserve you. You’re good, kind, sweet, sensitive, I’m a pain in the ass on a good day. The shit I’ve done, the shit I’ve put you through yet you never gave up on me.”
 
        His eyes fill with hope, “Then don’t give up on me. We’ll go to couples therapy or something. Don’t end it now.”
 
    
 
   That’s not a bad idea.
 
    
 
   Being subconsciously fickle and in need of a tickle, speak to a shrink to solve your pickle.
 
    
 
        I snort at my inner Libido now a sudden poet, bad timing. James doesn’t look impressed, there’s apparently nothing funny about this situation. I throw my hands to my sides in defeat. “Fine,” I give up. “We’ll go see a couples shrink.”
 
        “Great,” he beams and relaxes a fraction. “Let’s go finish eating.”
 
        Thank god that’s over. At least my appetite is still intact. Although I’m not necessarily sure that’s a good thing.
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349444]Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
        “Take your damn tablet,” James sighs. I close my mouth, scrunch my nose and shake my head. “Do you want a healthy baby?”
 
        “Fine, dammit,” I swallow the foul tablet along with a glass of orange. Erg. “Bastard.”
 
        “What was that?”
 
        “Nothing,” grumbling under my breath I grab my bag and follow him out of the door. He takes my elbow but I pull it away from him and growl. 
 
        “Someone’s in a foul mood this morning,” yes laugh it up James. That’s fine.
 
        I’m going to tell you why I’m in a foul mood, it’s because my belly is now a bump. I’m officially five months. Twenty weeks and it sucks. My clothes don’t fit, they’re mostly tailor made and or skintight so I’m having to shop for an entire new wardrobe. 
 
        Another reason I’m so pissed off is because of the fact Sylvia came round yesterday and started demanding that we set up the nursery and prepare. She wasn’t happy when I threw my credit card at her and said with a fake cheer, “Go nuts!” 
 
        I’m also stressed because today is our first official session with the couple’s therapist. Last week we had an introductory session individually and together and explained our story. The woman seems nice enough, she’s very pretty and a little young. I don’t even think she’s married, she can’t be older than James though. Of course in one session she summed up my personality, who can’t do that? I’m an open fucking book!
 
        It’s unfortunately starting to get cold now, and it rains a lot so I’m stuffed into my winter coat with a grey hat, scarf and gloves. James is the same, except it suits him and he’s only wearing a black scarf and gloves. I hate the cold, my nose always goes pink and I look like a child with a hat on. Burr. Although I cannot wait for the snow.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Stop stropping and stomping,” James chuckles as we enter the cute brownstone building and take our places in a large comfy couch. “This will be fun.”
 
        I pat my bulging stomach, “Yes, that’s what you said about my pregnancy. So far I have yet to laugh about it.”  Or enjoy it in the slightest, although I have to admit the little kicks the invader gives me are rather comforting. Not that I’ll say that out loud.
 
    
 
        “Doctor Barrett is ready for you now,” The perky receptionist says. We stand and make our way into the room.
 
        It’s large, it’s beige, and it has fancy furniture and a multitude of books. Totally uninteresting.
 
       “Take a seat,” she motions to the couch opposite her own arm chair. I love how she sits, so casual with her legs tucked beneath her and her shoes on the ground. It’s more relaxing, because she’s not as stiff as a board. “So how are we this week?”
 
        “He’s being a bastard,” she frowns at my language. “Well he is! He’s constantly fawning over me, constantly telling me what I can’t eat, and constantly bothering me about stupid things like my hair care products.”
 
        She quirks a brow, “And this is bad?”
 
        “Maybe if she’d read the damn baby books I wouldn’t have to tell her.”
 
        “Let’s focus on that. Maya, why don’t you want to take joy in the pregnancy? It seems James could use some support.” 
 
        I wave her off with a dismissive hand, “I didn’t want this.”
 
        “And why is that?”
 
        James shifts in his seat and responds for me, “Because she enjoys her freedom, she likes drinking and partying.” Yeah, let’s go with that.
 
        “Hey, I haven’t partied in ages.”
 
        “I hardly think four months constitutes as ages Maya,” James sighs and looks at the doctor as if to say ‘see what I have to deal with?’
 
        The doctor raises her hands, no wedding band, all of these married couples must really put her off. “Let’s take a step back. How are things in your relationship? Let’s tackle this hurdle first.”
 
        “She won’t talk to me.”
 
        I roll my eyes, “He won’t stop talking to me.”
 
        “Why won’t you talk to him Maya?” oh, it’s like that is it? Pick on me? Why not ask him why he won’t shut up about it for five minutes. “What is it you don’t want to talk about? Your feelings maybe? Or are you just scared to rehash the events?” Grunt. “That’s not an answer Maya.”
 
        “I don’t know. I don’t know how to deal with it.”
 
        “I spoke to your doctor in LA. She’s filled me in on a few things.”
 
        James turns to gape at me, yeah, I may have forgotten to mention that to him. “You went to see a shrink in LA?”
 
        “Details,” I wave him off, I seem to be doing that a lot at the moment. They both look at me, the good doctor is giving me the look a mother gives a child when she’s being naughty and James is glowering at me like I just smashed his mother’s urn.
 
    
 
        “Fine, James, let’s talk about you. Your dad died three years ago. During his time alive he had a few non discreet affairs. Yet your mom stayed. How do you think this impacted your way of growing up?”
 
        “It made me more sensitive I guess,” he shrugs dismissively his face a blank mask. “It was tough seeing my mom cry, I never wanted to do that to anybody. My dad loved her, he just loved his adventures more.”
 
    
 
        I listen intently as they talk about what James wants from our relationship, how sorry he is. And then comes the question. “Can you not forgive him for what he did?”
 
        “It’s not that I don’t forgive him, I sort of get why he did what he did, sort of. I just can’t forget.”
 
        “Your trust is broken.”
 
        “Yeah I guess. I never even suspected, that’s why it was such a shock. It was like getting hit by a car whilst walking along a path. You think you’re safe and wham,” I bring my hands together with a clap. “It happens before you can even take a breath. Do you know the stupid thing? I thought he’d bought opera tickets or something. So I’m looking for Madame Butterfly and instead I get madam whore.” Now the words just keep coming. “And then he texts me, constantly and calls me constantly to the point where I feel the need to up and leave my job, my friends my entire life. And then this happened!” I point to my stomach as they both watch me rant. “This, fucking invader. Everything’s fine, I was moving on, then wham, I got hit by a car on another path because he’s suddenly in LA and climbing into bed with me.”
 
        “You didn’t object!”
 
        “Of course I didn’t I missed you. I was in a bubble of falseness. There was no real world in LA, it was all soft sands and fun times without the worries of home. You inserted yourself into that bubble.” That does make sense in my head. They both seem to understand. “And now you’re being so nice and so sweet and kind and gentle…”
 
        “Why is this a bad thing?” Doctor Barrett asks and leans forward a little.
 
        “Because I can’t be angry at him when he’s like this.”
 
        “That’s bad?” 
 
        “Yes, I never got chance to be angry at him. I just walked away in shock and then he started apologizing and being all dramatic and sweet and he kept punishing himself by drinking constantly. I may be a selfish bitch but I’m not a monster. As angry as I was and still am I don’t feel like he deserves to have it rubbed in.”
 
        She smiles like she’s struck gold and scribbles in her notebook, “You care about him very deeply.” I snort, is it that obvious? “Anger isn’t always the best solution. But sometimes a good screaming match can be good for a relationship. Have you had sex yet?”
 
        We both shake our heads.
 
        “Almost, she won’t let me touch her.”
 
        “I can understand that, nothing about this whole ordeal is solved. She can’t trust you to not hurt her again. She’s used sex as an indulgence until she met you, where you then made sex about love, you made sex intimate. For her to have sex again and open herself up to you like that she’s going to need to trust you.” Well that certainly makes sense. I’m impressed doc. “Communication is the key in any relationship but I’m afraid when it comes to trust actions speak louder than words and all you can do is dedicate time to it.”
 
        I glance at James who reaches across to take my hand, “It’s a good thing we have time.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “Let’s go for lunch,” James suggests as we exit the building. I nod and allow him to hold my hand until we reach the car. We drive in a comfortable silence to a nearby coffee house. It’s cute and one I’ve not been to before, definitely not a franchise which is a bonus, I like helping out the little people. “What drink would you like?”
 
        “Just a water would be great,” I respond and find us a seat in the corner. I watch the man I love stand at the counter smiling politely at the bus boy, he’s gorgeous that’s for sure. His thick brown hair needs a trim, it’s almost in his eyes and the bottom layer is halfway down his neck, it suits him though. I catch his eyes, he smiles, the amount of love and desire in that one smile melts my cold heart. There is a reason I fell in love with him. I just have to remember what it is.
 
    
 
        The first time me and James met I think I was sixteen, he was twenty. I remember being sat on the counter in the kitchen at my dad’s house. He’d mentioned James, said he’d be a perfect protégé, now I’m wondering if he chose him for me. I think my dad always knew he’d die young. Is that weird? It just makes sense now that I think about it, my dad was always careful about the future. Particularly my future, I think he expected me to end up pregnant or on drugs or something. Even though I got good grades my partying lifestyle started out early and unfortunately never stopped. I still remember how proud he was when I graduated with honors and spent all of my free time in between college and partying, in the lab inventing.
 
        I was sat on the counter and he stepped in the kitchen behind my father. His eyes met mine as my dad introduced us, he took my hand and held it for a little longer than necessary but I didn’t mind. 
 
       “Get us a drink will you please Maya?” my dad said softly and started talking to James about work. Just before they exited James turned and caught my eye. Any breath I had in my lungs left in a sharp blast as we held each other’s gaze. I thought I was just a dumb kid, but there was definitely a spark there. And then he ignored me for three years, well not ignored as in, if I spoke he wouldn’t talk back. He just didn’t really pay attention to me, sort of like looking straight through me. Although I couldn’t blame him, my dad was forever sending him out to search for me after one of my many failed attempts at sneaking out.
 
       I’d like to be a romantic and think that for those few seconds he was communicating with me, telling me to wait for him, telling me I was his. But in reality I saw his eyes and five minutes later I was bragging off about the car my daddy just got me to my friends. Because I was a shallow little fool that spent her life enjoying mindless indulgences. 
 
    
 
        “Here,” James smiles and hands me a bottle of water, I take a few big gulps eagerly and thank him. “I’ll be able to take more time away from the office now Vince is trained up and have proper paternity leave.” 
 
        “That’s great news!” And it is, this means I won’t be alone with the baby after two weeks. Paternity leave really isn’t fair. All men only get two paid weeks off, I personally don’t think this is fair. Aren’t they important in the baby’s life too? Of course it’s different for us because we own the company but this feels like something we will need to change for our many staff. “Summer is coming over one night soon with Marie. I think they’re trying to rope Jessica into coming. They are also bringing magazines full of things for a baby.”
 
        “Sounds like fun.”
 
        I give him an incredulous look, “Marie ratted you out. I know you suggested this to Summer.”
 
        “Well you need to stop avoiding the issue. Fact of the matter is, you are having a baby in four months and we need to prepare.”
 
        “Then you prepare! I’m fine in my bubble.” He opens his mouth so I shove my fingers in my ears and start ignoring him like a child, even doing the whole. “LA, LA, LA.” Yeah, take that.
 
        He rolls his eyes and orders us a couple of pastries. “Let’s just get it over with.” He grabs my hands before I can raise them. “Together, let’s go out order a full set and all of the bits and bobs. Then everyone will stop moaning. You don’t even have to enjoy it.”
 
        He makes a valid point. I narrow my eyes and nod, “Fine, I’ll help you buy it but you can set it up.”
 
        “Of course,” he grins like the cat that got the cream. “Let’s go.”
 
        I blink, “Right now?”
 
        “Yep, let’s go.” 
 
        “But…”
 
        “Now Maya.” He bites out. Oooh, James just got a backbone, that’s kind of sexy. There’s no way I can resist such a demanding tone. 
 
        “Are you going to spank me Mr. Freeman?” I flutter my eyelashes at him. He pinches my hip making me squeal and laugh, we grab our pastries to go and step out onto the street.
 
    
 
    
 
        “This is so boring,” I hiss to James as we follow an older woman around the nursery furniture. Most have already been set up like they would be in an actual bedroom. “I’m going to the bed section. Wake me up in a bit.”  He grips my elbow and tugs me forward as we look over a dark wood set, with a cot, swinging crib, changing station, shelves, etc. “We’ll take it.” I announce. James face palms. I know he likes this one though, his eyes lit up as soon as we looked at it when we first walked past it and again the second and again just now. The covers are cute, all beige, browns and creams. “Good with you?”
 
        James nods. Now that’s done…
 
    
 
   Let him have this little bit of joy.
 
    
 
        “We still need to stock up on clothes,” James hisses in my ear.
 
        “We’ll get all of that at the baby shower.”
 
        “You want to have a baby shower?”
 
        I shake my head and gag, “Definitely not but I know for a fact your mother and Summer are conspiring against me. At this rate I won’t have a choice.” He shifts nervously. “You knew! God, you people are baby vultures. We should have you all detained.”
 
        He chuckles and follows the woman to pay. I decide to go check out the maternity clothes, there’s actually some really nice bits. Dungarees! I have got to have these! I grab them and throw them at James who catches them with a chuckle.
 
    
 
    
 
          “It’s thanksgiving in two weeks,” I gasp suddenly and pull my gloves off. “I need to start on the Christmas shopping!”
 
       “We’ll do that this weekend,” he climbs into the car after helping me in and starts the engine. Oh no chance is he coming Christmas shopping with me! “Or not…”
 
        “I always do my shopping with Marie, you go do man stuff. Set the nursery up or something.” Pause. “Let’s go see a movie.”
 
        He nods and takes my hand over the console before bringing it to his lips, “Sure but shut up during this one.” Yeah right. “And no more posters!”
 
        “You’re the one that brought the other poster over from our old place,” I giggle and pinch his cheek. “If I didn’t know any better I’d think you had a little thing for Mr. Tatum yourself.”
 
        “Enough of the gay jokes.”
 
        “Jokes?” I deadpan, inside I’m howling. If you could see his face now, it’s so funny. He looks like he’s not sure whether to laugh or slap me silly which makes his face scrunch up as if constipated. “Come on princess.”
 
        “Why do I bother?” he laughs and throws his arm around my shoulders.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Johnny Depp, nom.”
 
        “Don’t start, I’m fucking serious Maya,” James warns and shoves popcorn into his mouth. I shovel some into my own and watch the movie, for all of ten minutes.
 
        “Why do they always go up the stairs? Move dammit, he’s going to magically pop out of one of those rooms!”
 
        “Magically?”
 
        “Well yeah, in reality he’d never make it that far in such a short amount of time. Look at them, she’s a cheerleader therefor will have decent stamina. This dude works in a video store. How can he beat her up there by going all the way around? I shall tell you how, the magic of filming!”
 
        “It’s the guy that works in the video store?”
 
        “Duh.” Chomp, chomp. “Totally him.”
 
        “What about the cop.”
 
        “He’s hot.”
 
        “That’s not what I meant.”
 
        “I know what you meant, it’s rare they have a hot guy as the bad guy.”
 
        “What about Scream?”
 
        “Those dudes were not hot, they were cute.”
 
        “Right.”
 
        “I need to pee.” And I really do, my bladder is fit to burst.
 
        “You’ve just been.” So what?
 
        “Hello,” I point to the invader. “If you don’t like girls that pee a lot maybe you should be more careful with your seed!”
 
        “Will you two shut up!” somebody shouts from the front.
 
        I giggle and scramble down the aisle, leaving James to sigh and shake his head in the dark. Once I make it into the well-lit hallway, I wait for my eyes to adjust before heading into the bathroom. After emptying my bladder I wash my hands and head back inside. Not before restocking on chocolate peanuts.
 
    
 
        “What are you doing?” Yank, there go my peanuts. “You can’t eat peanuts!” He hisses and throws the bag on the seat beside him. Why can’t I eat peanuts? What’s wrong with nuts? “They could cause an allergy for the baby.”
 
        “That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard!” I snap quietly, ignoring the man a few rows down who keeps turning and sighing. “Give me my damn nuts!”
 
        “No!”
 
        “They’re my nuts, this is my body!”
 
        “You’re being unreasonable.”
 
        I narrow my eyes, he does the same, I can just see his face from the glow of the screen. “You have three seconds to give me my food or I will hurt you.”
 
        “Do your worst.” He challenges his eyes now no more than slits.
 
        “Three…” I’ll show him. “Two…” He still hasn’t moved. “One. Time’s up.” I lift the arm rest and lunge for the bag of chocolate nuts. He pushes me back into my seat with his hands on my titties so I sink my teeth into the curve of his ear making him hiss and grab the back of my hair in an attempt to pull me off. 
 
        “Let go!” he grunts and tugs on the back of my hair again, ouch. I grab the nuts, he grabs my arm, so I grab his nuts with my free hand and squeeze. He cries out and slides off his seat in an attempt to get me away from him, problem is I fall too and land on top of him. “Get off my damn nuts!”
 
        “I need my nuts!” I think we’re shouting now. He manages to get the chocolate from my hands and hold them above his head, as I try to reach for them I knock the coke from the cup holder. 
 
        Cold, wet liquid spills over the back of my head and over his face followed by cubes of ice that go the opposite way, sliding down my back making me shriek. “You idiot! Look what you made me do!”
 
        Uh-oh, the lights just came on with a dramatic click. Somebody clears their throat behind us. Oops. 
 
        “Out, now, both of you,” James lifts me to my feet, we’re both wet, covered in popcorn and at some point the bag of nuts split because I just pulled one out from between my nungas and three more just fell from my back. We look at the man who clearly works here, he looks furious, there’s the man from three rows down is stood next to him. I assume it’s him because that seat is empty. The entire room of people, which is fortunately only a third full, are staring at us. 
 
        There’s one set of eyes I find and recognize instantly, this person is laughing, laughing their ass off to be exact to the point where they are wiping tears from their face. “Your brother’s here.” I point to one of the side rows where he’s sat with a friend of his, I don’t recognize him. 
 
        “Out!” the man repeats. I tug on my coat after pulling my sticky wet hair from my face, I must resemble the ghost girl off The Grudge right now. Or the Ring. Either one will do. 
 
        We bow our heads in shame and shuffle down the aisle. I give James an elbow in the gut making him grunt and stumble a little. Take that. 
 
        “You’re both banned,” the man is going on and on. We’re both saying sorry like grumpy children all the way to the exit. “Don’t come back.”
 
         “HAHAHAHA!” laughter follows us out and Lucas stops in front of us. “You know, when I heard the commotion I thought this is exactly James and Maya style. Imagine my surprise when you both stood up.” He turns to his friend who looks as amused as Lucas. He’s kind of cute, in a geeky way, a little skinny and short and his blonde hair could use a wash. “I need nuts!” Lucas mimics making me glower at him. Damn it’s cold. “I’ve got to tell Marie about this.” When did he and Marie start talking?
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349445]Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
        “She got us barred from the movie theatre,” James practically shouts. I huff and fold my arms over my chest, “He wouldn’t give me my chocolate covered peanuts!”
 
         “Will both of you take a calming breath.” The doc says softly and brings her hands up and down in front of her chest, in the motion of a sea wave or something. “Now. Start from the beginning.”
 
        “I bought nuts,” “She grabbed my balls.” “He wouldn’t let me eat them.” “She knocked the drink over my head.” “If he’d just given me the nuts.” “She wouldn’t listen to reason.”  We point to each other, “This is all his/her fault!”
 
        We glare at each other briefly and look away. “I’m not talking to him.”
 
        “When did this happen?”
 
        “The day before yesterday.”
 
        “Maya, you aren’t supposed to eat peanuts when you’re pregnant.” James gives me a smug grin, I pinch his thigh and twist making him yelp. “And James, never, and I mean never take food from a pregnant woman unless you want to be mauled.”
 
        I give him a smug grin, he pinches my leg and twists. Ouch. She chuckles. “Let’s all stop pinching each other. This is good.”
 
        “Say what?” How is this good? We’ve not spoken in three days, and we got a warning from the cops! THE COPS! For disruptive behavior and littering. The littering part was an accident, we didn’t mean to make such a mess. I didn’t even get a chance to buy a Johnny Depp poster.
 
        “Look at you both, the passion between you is great. The way you achieved it is a little unconventional and I won’t be recommending it to my other patients but I think we’ve had a break through.” I really have no idea what she’s talking about. She sighs at our perplexed expressions and shrugs. “Don’t worry about it, just keep doing what you’re doing. So, when’s your scan?”
 
        “This afternoon,” James responds suddenly looking happy again. “We’re setting the nursery furniture up soon.”
 
        “Correction, he is doing that, I’m going shopping with Marie tomorrow, my best female friend. For Christmas gifts. He wants to go to his moms for thanksgiving but she has these god awful dinners with loads of people I don’t know or even care to know,” I look doc straight in the eyes. “I want to go to Jacob’s parents. They’ve extended an invite. They’re having a proper family dinner.”
 
        “Always Jacob this, Jacob that.” He snaps and throws his hands in the air in defeat. “They got really close over the time she spent there. I’ve seen videos on her phone of them dancing around her bedroom. Videos of them messing around his house.”
 
        How dare he? “You’ve been going through my phone?”
 
        “I need to know why you text Jacob more than you text me. She’s sending him dirty messages on twitter.” 
 
        I stand up and grab my bag. The doc tells me to sit down, I don’t. I’m furious. What happened to trust and communication? I never check his phone… ever. And those messages are a joke that Jacob hasn’t even seen yet otherwise he would’ve responded. I only text Jacob once a day, we chat for a few minutes and that’s it, I have no reason to text James, he’s always with me or at work. 
 
        “Maya wait,” James shouts as I exit the room. He catches up and grabs my elbow. “I’m sorry.”
 
        “You’re always sorry James!” like usual. “Sorry about cheating. Sorry about lying. Sorry about not trusting me. Always god damn sorry. Stop doing things you know you’re going to have to apologize for!”
 
        “Maya, come on, let me drive you home.”
 
        The doc is leaning against the doorframe watching our squabble. I bat his hands away, “I’m going to stay at Lucas’.”
 
        “You can’t keep running away Maya.”
 
        “And you don’t have a reason to not trust me.”
 
        He laughs humorlessly, “Oh I don’t? What about Paul and Frankie? What about your relationship with Lucas. You’re very comfortable hugging him Maya. And Jacob, so many men in your life. How do you think that makes me feel?”
 
        “I don’t really care if I’m honest James.” Sigh. “I don’t have the energy to care what you think of my friends. I don’t have the energy for this. We’ll never get past this, will we?”
 
        “So what are you saying?” he runs his hand through his hair that still needs a cut and looks at me nervously. “Are you stopping us?”
 
        “Us? What us? I can’t even be near you without wanting to throttle you. Not to mention you’re constantly shifting your shit onto me. You feel guilty for what you did so you’re trying to find something that will make us even. I haven’t cheated James and nothing is going to make me forget what you did. Even if I had chosen to fuck somebody.” I turn to the doc. “Sorry doc. I’m out.”
 
        “You two can get through this.” She says reassuringly and I almost believe her.
 
        “How? When every week he’s bringing something new to the table. He cheated, he hurt me and now he doesn’t trust me.” I scoff at the last part.
 
        “I do trust you.”
 
        “You don’t even trust me with your own brother.”
 
        How can I cope with everything like this? It’s ridiculous, I’m constantly in the firing line for his insecure bullshit. We can’t work through anything if he doesn’t talk to me. 
 
    
 
   Stay and solve this. Don’t walk away.
 
    
 
        Solve what? I can’t touch him, I can’t be with him and I certainly can’t understand him. This isn’t a riddle to be solved it’s the end. There’s no getting past this. 
 
    
 
   You’re just running scared. Once you’ve calmed down you’ll see reason.
 
    
 
        The only reason I see right now is the reason I have to leave. 
 
        James’ voice brings me from my thoughts, “You need help Maya. You clearly can’t be trusted to take your tablet every morning, or to eat the right things. We both know right now you need me.” Ha! Is that why he thinks I’ve stayed?
 
        “James I stayed because I wanted us to work. Not because I was pregnant! Yes, it’s the main reason I came home but even if I wasn’t pregnant I’d still be sat in this office with you working through shit. You’re baggage is unbelievable and for some reason you shift it on to me, even though I’ve been nothing but loyal to you since we got married.”
 
        “You’re right,” he relents and nods sadly. “I’m messing up.”
 
        “Yeah, you are.” And for once I don’t think this is my fault. At all. Ok, I do think I have contributed to the current events but I don’t believe I’m doing anything wrong now. 
 
        “Come back inside Maya,” the good young doc says softly and motions to the office with her arm. I stare into James’ pleading eyes for a moment, both of our chests are rising and falling with each breath. “We can work through this.”
 
        “Can we?” I don’t know who I’m asking. “How can you solve something between two people when one will never be enough for the other?”
 
        “I can be enough, I swear,” James pleads and takes my hand in his.
 
        I shake my head as my lips thin. Is he really that dense? “I’m talking about myself, James. I’ll never be enough for you.” No matter what I do, how hard I prove myself. It’ll never be enough. “You need to work through your issues.”
 
        “Together, we’ll do it together. I promise, I’ll be better.”
 
        My frustration vanishes with his calming words. I want to believe him, the problem is I don’t. Isn’t that a major factor in our shitty relationship? Not believing in it will surely be our downfall right? So many damn questions left unanswered, I’m getting a headache. Stupid couple’s therapy, I knew this was a bad idea.
 
        “Right, for a start James you need to establish a bond of trust, stop going through her phone. Maya, stop being so dismissive of everything or he won’t open up to you.” Yikes, I just got told. “James, ask her. Just speak to her. Let’s start that now. Let’s talk about your past. Before the engagement. What’s a good memory you both share?
 
        “I’d like to talk about our wedding night,” James suggests. “I know it’s not before the engagement obviously but it’s a main route along the road of why we are the way we are now I think.”
 
        “Ok, let’s try that.”
 
    
 
        “We were getting intimate for the first time when she got a call from her father’s nurse. He had a heart attack, his heart stopped. They managed to bring him back but we knew he only had weeks left. After that she spent all of her time with her dad, which is understandable.”
 
        “He was there for me,” I smile wistfully. “The whole time, through all the vomit and the accidental bowel releases he was there.”
 
        “She became withdrawn, like we weren’t even married. I didn’t push her or expect her to have sex but I expected her to at least come home.” The doc nods and hums. He goes on, “Then a month later, he passed away. Suddenly she was a blur of movement. She didn’t stop to grieve, she got right on with the funeral, and if she wasn’t planning the funeral then she was working.”
 
    
 
        My father died at home, I remember finishing work and going straight home. There was a doctor there, the same man who told him he had cancer. I stepped into the room and waited as they prepared. 
 
        “Baby,” my dad rasped and held out his hand. He was so frail… so… so sick.  Watching him get worse was like watching a flower wither, from beauty and full of life, to weathered and frail. My dad knew his time was up, we all did. As if we could feel death staring over our shoulders at him, waiting with open arms. I’ve never been a religious person but I prayed at that moment, not for a miracle, but for peace, so he could be free from this pain. His soft blue eyes were unfocused and glassy. I moved his wires and tubes as James came into the room, kicked my shoes off and slid into the bed with my father. 
 
        He sang to me, it was weak, I could barely hear him. His arms held me as my head lay on his chest. I didn’t cry yet, we all just listened to him sing. The sound of his weak heart beat against my ear still haunts my dreams.
 
    
 
   “Hush little baby don’t say a word”
 
    
 
   Thump, thump.  Thump, thump.
 
    
 
   “Papa’s gonna buy you a mocking bird.”
 
    
 
   Thump,     thump.    Thump,   thump.
 
    
 
   “And if that mocking bird don’t sing”
 
    
 
   Thump,           thump.      Thump,       thump.
 
    
 
   Papa’s gonna buy you a diamond ring.”
 
    
 
   Thump.      Thump.
 
    
 
   “And if that diamond ring turns to brass.”
 
    
 
   Thump.                 Thump.
 
    
 
   “Papa’s gonna buy you a looking glass.”
 
    
 
   Thump.
 
    
 
    
 
        His heart just stopped, the machines held a beep and I felt his last breath exhale from his lungs, my head lowered with his chest. That’s when the tears came, that’s when I clung to him and cried. He was gone and as normal I put it away so when it finally came it was like getting smashed by a wave of water in a desert. I’d never felt such heart wrenching pain before. 
 
        James held me, even the doctor let a tear slip as I sobbed into James shirt. The nurse left the room to cry I assume. I screamed and wailed and cried and denied it to the point where I was beating on James to let me go. Shock, I was in shock. The doctor sedated me and when I woke up the next morning I wouldn’t allow myself to think about it so I got preparing. Fortunately James called everybody. A few were mad that they weren’t there but that was my time, my dad requested nobody be there. Like hell if I was going to let him die alone and I’ll never regret the moment when I held my father until his last dying breath.
 
    
 
        I don’t realize I’m crying until the doc hands me a tissue. James is still recalling his version of events.
 
        “She’s never grieved over it. As soon as he was buried she stopped calling me, stopped talking to me, she hadn’t been home once. She stayed with Marie and planned a trip to Vegas. Marie is a bad influence on her. Then she came back and acted like her father hadn’t died and like nothing was wrong. When I walked into her office the day after she returned I expected to find a sobbing mess. All I found was the typical Maya.” 
 
    
 
         “Do you feel like you grieved Maya?” 
 
    
 
         I nod, of course I grieved. “I grieved every day for a year, meaning every day he was sick. I promised my dad I wouldn’t grieve his death. I never break a promise. I’m in a good place about it. It hurts, it sucks but he’s gone and part of me is relieved.” Sigh. “You saw him James, saw the pain and humiliation he went through day in day out. He was a proud man having his vomit and crap cleaned by a woman he barely knew and by his daughter. It destroyed him.”
 
        James smiles sadly and his sad eyes light up, “He went through a bout of depression. Started shoving Maya away. She’d been so strong, so brave through the ordeal. There was this one time he got so bad, just wallowing. Wouldn’t let anyone help him bathe or shave. And by god he stunk.” I nod in agreement and crinkle my nose in disgust. That was an awful week. “She went right up to him and took a pair of scissors to his shirt.”
 
    
 
        He wouldn’t let the nurse bathe him and he wouldn’t listen to reason so I cut his shirt off, he was too weak to protest, I held up a pair of adult diapers and threatened, “Dad, I swear to god if you force me to traumatize not only myself and you as well by cutting your clothes off, wheeling you into the garden and spraying you with a hose… the hose because right now I think you’ll clog the shower with how much filth is crusted on your body… I will put you in one of these and I will take pictures and I will never forgive you, I really don’t want to see the tool that created me.” My dad’s eyes went as wide as saucers, he nodded whilst staring at the scraps of fabric dangling over his shoulders and chest. “Christ dad, you really stink.”
 
    
 
        “He certainly never argued with her again, nobody takes one of Maya’s threats lightly.”
 
        “Yeah, that snapped him out of it, once he was clean and healthy in the mind things got better. He let me take him out to places, he stopped being embarrassed by the oxygen tank and lived his last few months as best as he could.” It was a great win on my part. 
 
    
 
        Considering all of the drama of the session James and I left on a good note. I get the shrinks point now, she wanted us to think of something we’d been through together because it helps pop that angry bubble you’re in. You know? Plus she doesn’t analyze us, she’s just like an educated friend. She doesn’t go into detail she just asks the right questions and lets us work it out ourselves. I think this is a great sort of therapy because she could sit there and tell us what to do but if it doesn’t match our way of thinking it’s never going to get through to us. I’m stubborn as a mule and James is sensitive, we are complete opposites so we need to figure things out together in our own way. We should label it the Jaya way, James plus Maya equals Jaya? No takers, no? Ok then. Moving on.
 
    
 
    
 
        We go for lunch at McDonald’s, I eat all of my large meal and finish off James’ as well. What a wise man he’s becoming, I’m referring to the fact he doesn’t comment at all on the amount I eat, even when I eat two brownie Flurry’s straight after. He laughs when I get brain freeze though. 
 
       So now we are at my new doctor’s, waiting to get one of those 3D sonograms. Shouldn’t be waiting long the receptionist told us, HA, been here an hour and twenty minutes already. During which time I’ve paced the room a thousand times, gone to the bathroom twice only to now need it again and have read and re read the only magazine available that isn’t from the seventy’s. 
 
        “Maya Freeman,” its Johnson now but I don’t correct her. 
 
        We head into the dark room, I hoist myself up onto the bed and roll my top up to expose my belly. James sits on the chair by my side after placing our coats and such on the chair in the corner. Am I nervous? A little bit. Part of me is worried something’s wrong with him, he’s kicking fine but my belly is so small. I looked online at pictures of other pregnant women at twenty weeks and they are huge compared to me. My belly has rounded and you can tell I’m pregnant when I’m lying down but it’s still so small. James is concerned, he’s been a nervous wreck since we walked in. 
 
        “Hi, my name’s Amy, I’m the ultrasound technician,” she smiles and plops herself on the stool by the machine. “You’ve paid for a 3D sonogram today?”
 
        We both nod and she broadly smiles. She doesn’t look old enough to be out of diapers, the fact she’s chewing gum is extremely unprofessional but the way she’s going at it on the machine is telling me to shut up because she clearly knows what she’s doing.
 
    
 
   Give her a chance, she probably just has bad breath or something.
 
    
 
        I’ve been wondering when you’d pop back in my head conscience. She squirts the cool gel on my stomach and starts moving the prong around. I lay back and look at James who is staring at the side of the screen. After clicking a few more times she turns the screen around. It’s brown and black this time but I can see the baby. 
 
        “Everything is fine. All measurements are perfect,” we both sigh with relief. “You’re just a small carrier, my sister was the same. Do you want to know what you’re having?” she says as she measures him by dragging ovals across the screen. 
 
        “We’re having a boy, they told us at the last ultrasound,” James grins and takes my hand. I see the baby’s face, he’s sucking his thumb, or what looks like he’s sucking his thumb. We see his leg move and my stomach goes bump. I laugh. “He doesn’t like being spied on.” His little eyes are closes, his nose, yes! I’m almost certain he has my nose. James has a nice nose but if I have to look at a nose all day I’d prefer it to be my own.
 
        “You say you’re having a boy?” she says and frowns in concentration at the screen. We both nod. She moves the prong a little further to the left. “This is definitely a girl.” A what? “Yep, look, see. No penis.”
 
        “Really?” James breathes looking a little shocked. There’s a grin plastered on my face, I actually feel happy. “That’s, great.”
 
        “I’m sorry you were misinformed. It happens sometimes,” she moves the prong so we can see my baby’s face and not her moo. “I hope you didn’t buy anything you can’t return.”
 
        I shake my head and let out a laugh, “No, not yet.”
 
        James kisses my lips softly and rubs his nose against mine, “A girl. I guess we can’t call it James.”
 
        I laugh, “No but we can call her Maya.”
 
        “I love you and everything babe, but hell will freeze over before I give my daughter a childish name like Maya.” I feign offence and slap his arm. For once I don’t feel so bad about this pregnancy. Especially now I’m having a girl. I never claimed to not be selfish or a little shallow. 
 
    
 
    
 
        We leave the doctors with a couple of pictures, DVD’s and matching smiles, our fingers laced between us as we head to the car. “What do you want to do?” James asks as I switch up the heating.
 
        “We need to sort my closet out, get rid of my clothes.”
 
        “You’ll be able to wear them again in a few months.”
 
         Probably not, “Most of my clothes will be out of fashion by the time I can wear them again. Not all of them just the ones I don’t wear anymore. We’ll donate them to a thrift store or something.”
 
        He nods with a smile, “Ok. Let’s do that.”
 
        “I’m only going to refill it anyway.” I announce with an excited smile. “Most likely this week. I hope they do maternity clothes by my favorite Designers.”
 
    
 
        We have been sorting my closet out for the last two hours, I have so many clothes and some I haven’t seen in years. Let’s not forget the fact I had movers pack and move my things. 
 
        “What is this?” James asks and holds up a bright green wrap dress. I shrug, “I think it’s from neon day at school.”
 
        “Neon day?”
 
        “Yeah, we were rebelling against the uniforms.”
 
        “Sounds cool, we’ll keep this,” for some reason he likes the look of said dress. Yuck, at least it has sentimental value. We continue sorting through my things until there’s a huge pile on the floor bigger than James whilst sat down. He’s somewhere behind it putting it all into bags. “Most of this stuff still has tags.”
 
    
 
   You have a problem.
 
    
 
        I don’t reply I just continue grabbing and throwing stuff over my shoulder. By the time I’m finished my back is aching, I’m sweating like a pig and I’m as hungry as a horse. James is still bagging things up when I lay on the bed, just to rest my eyes of course. I’m asleep before I can even shut my eyes. 
 
    
 
        I stir a little from my forgotten dream as light fingers trail across my forehead, they push the hair away and soft lips connect with my temple. My hands reach up, I grab the solid warm body leaning over me and pull it down beside me. So tired, so comfy. The body curls around mine and strong arms go around me. This is nice. Now sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349446]Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
        Ok, maternity clothes suck. Maternity bra’s suck, maternity anything sucks. The only thing I actually like are the dungarees, because they’re cute. I wouldn’t wear them outside though. All of the jeans and such have fabric waistlines which is stretchy and looks ridiculous. According to Marie her friend never wore maternity clothes she just wore leggings and nice long tops and stuff. So we vote for that.
 
        “My back hurts,” I moan for the tenth time since leaving the house this morning. “And your perfume is pissing me off.”
 
        Marie laughs and slides her arm around my waist, “Lucas told me you got barred from the movie theatre.”
 
        I groan and bury my face in my hands, “Nothing like the time you streaked through college.”
 
        “You said you’d never bring that up!”
 
        “This is also one of those times.”
 
        She scrunches up her face in mock irritation, “You’re no fun.”
 
        Grinning wickedly I skip over to the baby clothes section, for girls. Marie couldn’t believe it when I told her the first ultra sound person in LA made a mistake. So I’ve agreed to look at some bits for girls. Might get me in the mood. I was so wrong, looking at all of these tiny dresses and pants and shoes… oh god. This is so messed up its unreal.
 
        “I can’t do this! Remember when I volunteered at the animal shelter for a day and I forgot to feed the dogs.”
 
        Marie bursts into a fit of laughter, “Oh my god! You were like, why won’t they stop barking at me!” 
 
        It was only their lunch… I was on my own with Marie and two others who were with the other animals. She never told me they’d need feeding. I could barely remember to feed myself.
 
        “And that time you dropped Summer’s hamster.” She continues and my heart plummets a little more. “And that time you…”
 
        “I get it, I suck,” there’s no way in hell I’m going to be able to raise a child. I’m still a child in my own head. I feel like I’m losing every piece of me.
 
        I never wanted a pet growing up, never even asked for one. My dad got me a goldfish, we all know how that turned out, I’m sure I’ve told this story already. It died by choking on a stone and I don’t even remember its name. There was this guy who used to jog my way with his dog when I was in high school and the lead broke, the fucking thing barreled me over and unfortunately it was huge! Then it started humping me! I kicked it by accident whilst trying to scramble away and the guy had a go at me. That’s not even fair and it still aggravates me to think about. It’s not like I purposely kicked the dog and aimed for its balls. And of course I felt bad. What if that happens with my daughter, what if I sit on her or something? That’s possible right? 
 
        What if I forget to feed her, or I feed her too much? Or if she won’t stop crying. Do I put her in another room? That doesn’t sound right. This is so wrong on so many levels! 
 
        “Breathe,” Marie chuckles and cups my face with her hands. “You’ll be fine. I promise.”
 
        “Would you be fine if this was you?”
 
        “Nope.”
 
        “Well, I’m worse than you, so how’d you figure that one out?” I prod her in the chest and fold my arms in a strop. “This sucks.”
 
    
 
        A woman comes over with a happy face which irritates me further, “Can I help either of you?”
 
        “No,” I snap and turn to leave. I hear Marie apologize to her before following me. “Let’s go finish up our Christmas shopping.”
 
    
 
        I get Lucas a new phone, because his is so outdated the Mayan’s are probably asking for their brick back, I get Jacob a couple of band T-shirts with his favorite bands on the front and an awesome glow in the dark bright green wrist watch. He’ll hate it. What exactly do you buy a guy that has everything he loves? Something he hates of course! Amelia is easy, anything pink and girly. Dresses and toys are now on order. For Sylvia I gift her with a spa day. Marie got my car but I get her a spa day too, can’t not give gifts for Christmas, same for Summer and also Jessica just in case we start talking again anytime soon, I miss that girl.
 
    
 
   Call her.
 
    
 
   She’s the one with the issue.
 
    
 
   If she’s truly you’re friend then it doesn’t matter who’s at fault.
 
    
 
   She shouldn’t even care about Maya’s love life. It’s none of her business.
 
    
 
   And that attitude is the reason we are so fucked up in the first place!
 
    
 
   I have to agree with that. I’ll think more of it later.
 
    
 
         Now for James, what can I get for James? Ties, socks, some sexy underwear with superhero comics on them. Shouldn’t I get him something meaningful? 
 
        Wait a minute, is that… “Marie, it’s her.” We both lean sideways around the pillar we’re stood by whilst looking at men’s clothing for James. Sure enough, there’s bony blonde walking with an older man. “Probably her sugar daddy. What a slut.”
 
        Marie snorts as we assess the too skinny female clinging onto the older man with grey hair. He leaves her side and right at that moment she turns our way. I jump back, attempting to hide, my back bashes into Marie’s chest, Marie stumbles and her knee connects with the back of my knee which causes it to buckle. I fall but she catches me and falls with me. We both tumble backwards and crash into a row of clothes. The mannequin to the side also falls, Marie protects my body with hers and it lands on her back, she grunts but seems unharmed. There’s a clothes hanger digging into my side. Fuck. 
 
        “Oh my god, are you ok?” a few people in the store come over to help us up. Marie and I brush ourselves off, take one look at the mannequin whose head has fallen off and is rolling away and burst into our usual cackling laughter. “They’re ok.” Someone else says in relief. 
 
        “I’m so sorry,” I gasp for air and try to calm my laughter. “I’m completely off kilter what with the bump.” I point to my noticeable bump. The store worker waves me off as they get to work on tidying up the mess. “I’ll pay for the damages.”
 
        The guy just laughs and waves me off again. Then my happy moment is gone when I catch the eyes of bony blonde who has clearly come to check out the commotion. The evil she gives me is seriously weak. Honey, I can do that so much better. Let me show you.
 
        “Blonde,” I say and Marie steps beside me. Now you think my scowls are scary, get a look at Marie’s she has the scary eyes down to a T. “Wrecked any marriages recently?”
 
        “Just yours apparently,” she glances down at my stomach and frowns in confusion. “That didn’t take long.”
 
        “Yep, she and James are very happy,” Marie adds with a smug smile. 
 
        Bony’s scowl comes back full force mixed with a sneer and then it softens. “Tell James I said thank you so much for getting me a job at Martin’s Gaming Corporation. He was right, the pay is so much better.” Blonde bitch say what? “Yeah, did he not tell you he was still seeing me after you left? By the look on your face I’d say not.” 
 
        Oh she didn’t. What the hell do I say to that? Marie grips my arm and shakes her head. Then she starts unbuttoning her jacket, I know what’s about to happen so I grip her arm and shake my head. This isn’t worth fighting over, I don’t believe her. I refuse to believe her. James wouldn’t risk everything for that. 
 
        “Be careful bitch,” Marie hisses menacingly. “If it was James who got you the job. Then Maya can…” I slap my hand over her mouth and start pulling her away without looking back. When I get her outside she gasps for air. “You psycho bitch, what’d you do that for?”
 
        “Umm… you are aware that if you say that and she loses her job anytime soon I could get my ass sued.”
 
         “Good point. Who you calling?” 
 
         Who the hell does she think? I want to get to the bottom of this. Please don’t be true, please. “James.”
 
        “What’s up baby?” I can hear the smile in his voice. Damn him. 
 
        “Did you by any chance get bony blonde a job at Martin’s Gaming Corporation?” ok, that didn’t come out as strong and demanding as I would have liked.
 
        “Babe,” he sighs and I immediately know it to be true. “I couldn’t just fire her…”
 
        Well! “Why the hell not?” I’m shrieking now. Marie is pulling me to her car. “James?”
 
        “Because I fucked her Maya, if I fired her she could’ve sued my ass off for unfair dismissal. So I got her a different job. She was a good worker it didn’t take much… babe. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you.”
 
        “Did you see her after?”
 
        “What’s brought this on?” 
 
        “Did you see her at all afterwards?”
 
        “No!” he shouts and I believe him on this at least. “Of course not. I got her the job and sent her on her way. I traded her with one of their guys. I’m sorry…” yeah, you always are James. I hang up and stamp my foot, “God dammit.”
 
        “Chill, what’s happened?”
 
        “Nothing I can’t handle.”
 
        She grins wickedly, “I love that look on your face. It means trouble.” Oh yes it does my dear. Yes it does.
 
    
 
        This brings back memories, fabulous memories of the time I stuck as many items as possible to James’ ceiling. I love my brilliant mind. Bump. Baby loves it too. 
 
    
 
   Seriously consider this. 
 
    
 
   You know what they say about sex… it’s a good way to relieve tension. Just saying.
 
    
 
   Don’t do this. You know you’ll regret it.
 
    
 
        I won’t regret a thing. Now all I have to do is wait. Evil laugh full blast, should really invest in that fluffy grey cat I mention so much. I’ll just wait until the kids born and put her in one of those fluffy all in one things, sit her on my lap and stroke her hair. Whilst doing the evil laugh. Of course I’ll need a spinning chair too…
 
    
 
   Our girl is back!
 
    
 
   It’s a shame she’s acting like a nun in the process.
 
    
 
        “Hey,” James smiles nervously as he steps into the room. He leans over to kiss my forehead, I move so he gets my lips. I can see suspicion turning the wheels in his head. He’s wondering why I’m not angry but if I know James he won’t say anything. Eggshells remember? He’ll just be happy I’m finally being attentive towards him. I watch as a number of emotions flit across his face, finally ending with a smile, “I’m gonna go have a bath. Want to join me?”
 
        “Do you know what? I think I will,” his grin broadens when I agree and take his hand. He’s so predictable, every other day he has a bath at night and the morning after he has a shower, my careful calculating proved tonight is bath night. It’s weird but kind of adorable and maybe a little OCD. Let the torture commence.
 
    
 
        Everything’s right where it should be, I double check on our way into the bathroom. James leans over and twists the taps on. He even pours in some bubble bath. Then he turns to me and pulls me to him. His hands don’t waste time ripping my top from my body. By ripping I mean ripping, I just heard it tear a little. I don’t mind, it’s really hot. 
 
        I feel his hands flatten on my stomach and he sinks to his knees, he smiles and kisses the space above my belly button and then below before releasing the knot that is holding my sweats up. He tugs them down and makes me step out of them, I can tell by his trembling hands that he’s losing control and fast. Especially since I’m not wearing any panties. Before my right foot hits the floor he has it over his shoulder and his mouth is right there. His tongue is seriously right there, on that perfect spot, the one so many men never get but he gets every fucking time.
 
        My hands grip his too long hair and I moan low in my throat as he circles my throbbing clit with his moist tongue. I begin to shake with each swirl, each flick of his tongue, and every single breath escaping him that cools my soaking core. My knee that is holding me up threatens to buckle. I’m so close, so damn close.
 
        “God,” I cry out as my back arches, I feel the tingling straight to my toes. 
 
    
 
   Even your hair is frizzing from this.
 
    
 
        “Don’t stop,” I manage to bite out through my clenched teeth. My hands wrap tighter in his hair almost to ripping point, my hips buck against his face, so damn close. “James.” The peak is there, I’m on the edge and about to fall. My leg drops and his hands pull mine from his hair. I don’t have time to adjust before he’s standing in front of me with fully dilated pupils and ragged breath, his lips moist with the taste of me. His mouth slams onto mine, I don’t think I’ve ever met this James before, this one’s an animal. This isn’t an angry fuck, or a frantic fuck, or a fuck full of love. This is a man who has lost control.
 
    
 
   About fucking time!
 
    
 
         He rips away his belt and his pants fall to his ankles. All that stands between us is his bare, rather large, throbbing member, hoodless with angry red veins. It’s one of the most beautiful cocks I’ve ever seen, if not the most. Which is definitely an odd way to describe one (beautiful) but it really is pretty. A little scary too. 
 
        “Don’t talk,” he snarls and steps into me, his manhood presses between us, pointing up between my bulging belly and his solid abs. “Don’t think.”
 
        Ok. I nod my confirmation. I think he’s going to drag me to the bedroom, I thought wrong. My legs are around his waist before I can blink and he’s poised at my entrance. 
 
    
 
   Please, please, please. Slam. Score!
 
    
 
        I cry out… no… I scream as he plunges into me, filling me to the hilt. Fuck. His pelvis clashes with my clit and all hope is lost. My first orgasm hits me like an explosion, my mouth splutters curse words and incoherent nonsense. He doesn’t move, he waits. His beautiful face scrunched in pleasure as I throb around him and finally come down from my high.
 
        We meet eyes. He kisses my lips once and presses his forehead against my own, “Going to fuck you now.” All I can do is nod and grip onto his shoulders as he begins to thrust into me. No, not thrust but slam relentlessly, angrily, and dangerously close to the edge of pain. 
 
    
 
   God I’ve missed this.
 
    
 
   Yeah… missed… fucking… yeah.
 
    
 
        My thoughts exactly… I think.   I become entranced with his face scrunched up in pure clearly immeasurable pleasure, the same as I just experienced.
 
    
 
   Honey, I’m still experiencing that shit! Fuck yeah!
 
        My eyes move down his face, following a bead of sweat from his hairline to his jaw. He groans when I tense and his eyes pop open, his sharp pants of air hit my lips and his eyes don’t leave mine. Suddenly his gorgeous leaf greens go wide, his body tenses and stops before bucking wildly into me as he roars his release. It’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever watched and I want to do it again. His member grows and pulses in me, filling me with his seed. We clutch each other as we both calm our frantic hearts.
 
    
 
        “Floors wet,” he says with a wince. I look at the overflowing bath and our soaking clothes on the floor. Shit.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        You know that voice in your head that tells you not to do something? Yeah? Good. Listen to it. 
 
        “What the fuck?” James roars. I sit on James’ bed and watch him pull off his syrup filled grandpa slippers. “Are you fucking kidding me?” There’s more. “Maya?” 
 
        Lie, tell him… anything. Tell him something witty, make him laugh… “Umm…” Wow, you truly are a useless being. My brain just left the building taking all common sense with her. Eep. 
 
        James glares at me, “I knew you were pissed at me! Dammit! You crazy bitch!” 
 
        He walks into the bathroom, which is still a bit wet even after the hour we spent in the bath before he put on his slippers, which I left in their usual spot by the bed. Luckily it’s a wet room so it didn’t matter too much, I was more pissed about my clothes. I listen to him grumbling and cursing as he washes his feet and decide now might be a good time to run.
 
        “I’m going to bed!” I call and dash out of the room. 
 
        “I’m so not talking to you!” I stand outside his room. I should tell him, of course I don’t. It’s too funny to pass up on. No turning back now.
 
        Ever predictable James turns the light off before climbing into bed. I see his room go dark through the crack under the bottom of the door. “WHAT THE FUCK? ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?”
 
        I may or may not have filled his bed with body lotion and sugar. 
 
    
 
   RUN!
 
    
 
        Quickly I scarper into the room and hide behind the huge TV. There’s a spider on the wall, I don’t like spiders at all, but I prefer spiders to an angry sticky James. I really didn’t think this through. 
 
        “MAYA!” snigger. “GET YOUR GOD DAMN ASS HERE THIS MINUTE!” silent cackle. This is priceless, truly I’m fucking awesome. Bump. Why thank you, I’m glad you agree Duracell. I hear him stomp around the apartment. “Fuck. So I guess I’m cleaning up this shit on my own.” The kitchen door opens. “Where are the fucking gloves?” A cupboard door opens and slams shut. I stare at the spider on the wall, my body shaking with laughter. “Crazy fucking bitch. Ah ha, got them.” Uh-oh. “WHAT THE FUCK?” 
 
        Laughter, too much to hold in. I jump out from behind the TV and flick on the lights. James is currently pulling a ketchup filled rubber glove from his hand. I’m brilliant, truly fucking brilliant! And I’m laughing so hard I can’t breathe. 
 
        On closer inspection I notice his boxer clad body is covered in lumpy white lotion and grains of sugar. His hand is red with ketchup and his hair is covered in shaving foam plus half of his cheek. Remember I told you he always flips his pillow over when he gets in bed? Yeah, I totally owned that! 
 
        “Oh god,” I howl and giggle snort. I’m not even bothered by the piggy noises, it’s too fucking funny. “This is priceless!”
 
        Problem number one, James is now stood between me and my only exit. Problem number two, if he hugs me or touches me, I’ll be victim of my own payback. That would suck. Back behind the TV it is! 
 
    
 
        Well, my brain left me if you recall, because if it hadn’t I wouldn’t have cornered myself. Deep breaths. James dashes around, careful not to knock the wires in his haste. I scream, kick and shriek in an attempt to ward him off. This attempt fails and I’m scooped up and now pressed flat against his sticky body. 
 
        “Get off me,” I shout and slap at him, he’s too slippery to get a hold of and have you ever felt sticky sugar? It’s the strangest and most vile texture ever. Walking backwards, he drags me out and through the small gap where the TV meets the wall, I daren’t struggle for fear of harming the TV. “This is so gross.”
 
        “You think?” he snarls and angrily pulls me into the kitchen. What’s he doing? Is that? He wouldn’t. Poof! The bastard just tipped a full bag of flour over my head. Oh, it is on!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349447]Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
        “You two look… umm… happy,” Lucas states and eyes me warily. Almost nervously. What’s up with him?
 
        “Don’t ask,” James sighs and glowers at me.
 
        So it only took six hours to clean up a full bag of peas scattered all over the kitchen, followed by sweetcorn, a carton of peeled plum tomatoes, the bag of flour and the rest of the syrup. Best food fight ever, which ended with the best angry shower sex ever.
 
        I swan over to Amelia and pull her onto my lap, she leans back against my chest and continues playing her game whilst instructing me on how to watch without touching. So not fun. I want to make the doggy in the game sit. 
 
        “Aunty Maya,” and it begins. That sickly sweet little girl voice could still thaw out the North Pole. Check your freezers America. “Do you have a baby in your belly?”
 
        “Yep.”
 
        “Did you eat it?” I clear my throat so as not to laugh.
 
    
 
        Then the reality of the question she just asked kicks in, I look to Lucas for advice on how to respond to a four year old about the facts of life. He looks as frightened as I feel. “No sweetie. When a mommy and a daddy love each other very much the daddy and the mommy kiss a lot…” Lucas and James shake their hands and heads, Amelia doesn’t notice, she’s too busy staring at me. Wow, those eyes are like a hawks right now, watching my every move, it’s slightly unnerving. “I mean, umm… so, they, umm… he gives her a bag of seeds.” They both shrug. Damn them. “She swallows the seed and then a baby grows in her belly.”
 
        “Will I if I swallow a seed?” her cute little brows come together.
 
        I shake my head and laugh, “No baby, you’ve got to be married first.”
 
        “Oh, ok,” she smiles happily and goes back to playing her game. 
 
    
 
        Later on in the kitchen, “Isn’t that seed thing off a movie?” Lucas taps his fingers on the counter, his head tilts up as he searches his brain. “Something about a sperm donor baby or something.”
 
        “Yeah. The Switch is it?” James clicks his fingers as he says this. I shrug, I heard it somewhere and thank god I did, that was the worst question I’ve ever had to answer. I told you I’m no good with kids, I almost told her daddy has a magic stick… well not really but I was about to mess it up I know that. I’m no good under pressure!
 
        There’s a knock at the door, Lucas hops off the counter, “That’ll be Tegan and Bailey.” Who and who? “Amelia’s friends. Their mom is dropping them off, they’re twins. She was desperate, I offered.” Oh, how nice. More kids.
 
        Lucas vanishes into the hall, do I have time to escape? Or hide maybe? That cupboard in the corner is looking mightily enticing right now. I wonder if I’ll fit.
 
    
 
   And say what when they find you?
 
    
 
   You could tell them you’re hibernating!
 
        Or that I’m allergic to children and babies alike. James smiles broadly, he loves kids, and it’s amazing how good he is with Amelia. Make’s me a little jealous that he takes such joy in a bunch of snot monsters.
 
    
 
        “Thanks so much Lucas, I owe you one,” a woman’s voice drifts in from the hall, the front door closes and in charge two gorgeous little girls with black hair in pigtails go rushing past in search of Amelia. Fortunately they’re both wearing matching pink dresses with a ‘T’ on one and a ‘B’ on the other. Amelia starts squealing and drags them to her room.
 
        “Time to go,” I announce and grab James’ arm. He pulls me back. Dammit. “But there are more than one…” 
 
         “Practice.” 
 
         Lucas’ phone rings, he steps away from the noise and into the kitchen with a frown on his face as he listens. “Ok, Ok, no of course… I’ll be there as soon as possible.” He flips his phone shut and runs his hands through his hair. “Fuck. James, I need your help.”
 
        Oh fuck no. “Not a chance.” 
 
        “AMELIA GIVE ME THAT BACK!” one of the twins shout. I gulp and look wide eyed at James and Lucas. “Don’t you dare! I’ll go with you Lucas. Whatever it is. I’ll roll in shit if that’s required. Please.”
 
        “You can’t come, it’s not safe for a pregnant woman,” Lucas sighs and rubs his face with his large rough hands. James and Lucas have the same shaped hands but they are also entirely different if that makes sense? James has never worked a day of hard labor in his life so his hand sare silky smooth, Lucas’ hands however, are rough and leathery and calloused. “It’s Dana.” He looks at me with sad green eyes. “That addict you met. I really have to go.”
 
        “Nope, no, no and oh yeah…” more shouting and screaming and laughing from the room. “NO!”
 
        “She’ll be fine,” James says and kisses my cheek. “Shouldn’t be long.”
 
        “KIDS!” Lucas summons and three sets of heavy yet tiny feet pound through the hall until three wide eyed, excited children are in the room, bouncing on the spot eager to get away again. “Maya is going to look after you. Be gentle with her, she has a baby in her belly.”
 
        “Ok,” Amelia smiles.
 
        “Please don’t do this,” I whisper, oh my god I’m going to cry. I grab James’ hand, he should look concerned not fucking amused. “Please. Please. Please.”
 
        “Come on, I’ll explain on the way,” Lucas says and shrugs on his winter jacket. I’m still shaking my head, my eyes wide with fear. Fuck, what if they can smell fear? 
 
        “Have fun and no candy,” Lucas chuckles and kisses my cheek. He gives Amelia a quick ‘squeezy’ hug as she calls it and dashes out of the house with James hot on his tail. 
 
    
 
       Three pairs of eyes stare at me, “So… you guys eaten?”
 
       “No,” they both say at the same time. Ok these kids have just crossed into creepy Ville. 
 
       “Toast?”
 
        “Yuck.”
 
        Sigh. “Pancakes?”
 
        “PANCAKES!” “I WANT PANCAKES TOO!” “ME, ME, ME, ME!” AHHHHHHHH! Somebody please save me.
 
        “Ok, go play.” They all stand exactly where they are.   Oh my god! They can can’t they? They can smell my fear! I slowly and cautiously pull the flour out of the cupboard without taking my eyes off the kids who are watching my every move. Why are they staring at me? Stop staring at me!
 
        Crack. The egg goes into the bowl followed by another. I pick up the whisk slowly, my eyes upon them and theirs still upon me. 
 
        “I WANNA MIX!” shouts Tegan suddenly, making me almost drop the bowl. Amelia shakes her head, “SHE’S MY AUNTIE!” Bailey scowls, her little lips in a pucker, “YOU CAN MIX IT ANYTIME!”
 
    
 
        “Take it in turns?” I suggest weakly, my voice getting higher and higher toward the end. “We’ll go in alphabetical order.” They cock their heads at me like puppies listening to a new sound. “Amelia.”
 
        “NO ME!” why are they shouting? 
 
    
 
   Let’s just remain calm. Let them mix, feed them. Then hide for a year.
 
    
 
   I never want sex again.
 
    
 
   Why’s that?
 
    
 
   Because the ending result isn’t pleasant. 
 
    
 
        Gulp. Ok, I kneel down and hand the beater to Amelia. “Me!” Tegan cries and her lower lip trembles. I frantically hand her the whisk. Don’t cry. Amelia starts crying, she throws her head back and wails like a baby fog horn. Ok, I give her the whisk. Now Bailey! Oh good lord! What do I do? 
 
        “Help me,” I whimper. Bump. Don’t you start too? 
 
        They start scrapping over the whisk. Back and forth and to the side over and over between three sets of tiny fingers, I’m getting whiplash watching them. Tegan falls forward and her arms flail up, she clips the edge of the plastic bowl with her hand which then flies upwards. Straight from my hands, it all happens in slow motion, the bowl slowly coming back down… at me. The kids gasp. I scream. SPLAT, POOF. 
 
        There’s a bowl on my head. Flour, water and eggs and caramel are all over me. My hair being their main location. 
 
        The kids start laughing! They are LAUGHING! I pull the bowl off my head and glower at them. “Go, play now.” Because I’m going to cry. They leave the kitchen still laughing, I sigh with relief when I hear the shutting of Amelia’s bedroom door. 
 
    
 
       I call James, no answer. I call Lucas, voicemail. Jacob! 
 
       “Hello?”
 
       I sniff, “Jacob.”
 
       “Maya? Is everything ok?”
 
       “No!” I whine and wipe the sticky from my face. “Jacob, and Lucas left me with Amelia and her friends are here and they’re twins.” Sob. “And they’re all being… and I got flour in my hair and eggs and water and the bowl. And I don’t know what to do!”
 
        “Slow down, let me see if I got this.” I hear him tell somebody to wait a minute. “Lucas and James left, leaving you with three kids. And you have flour eggs and water in your hair and you need a bowl?”
 
        “No! The kids wanted to whisk so I said ok because they were shouting. So I said take it in turns but then Tegan started crying so I gave the whisk to her and then Amelia started crying so I gave the whisk to her and then Bailey started crying so I… you get the message. And then they started fighting over the whisk and Tegan fell and hit the bowl out of my hands and it landed on my head.” There’s a rattling and silence followed by more silence and a grunting noise… maybe? Then more rattling. 
 
        He clears his throat, “Can I umm… get a picture?” He’s laughing! 
 
        “You bastard! This is not funny!” thump, thump, stomp, stomp. “Fuck, they’re coming back,” I whisper and scramble to my feet and stand in the corner. “What do I do?”
 
        “Play with them or something.” He laughs. “Christ Maya, you don’t half make life interesting.”
 
        “They’re in the kitchen now,” I’m mumbling into the speaker. “Instructions needed.”
 
        “Put a movie on the TV, make them some snacks.” Right snacks, got it. “And just play with them. Stay away from anything messy… and send me a picture.” Beep. 
 
        He hung up on me!
 
        “MAYA!” Tegan shouts. I’m three feet away, why are you shouting? “I hungry.”
 
        It’s ‘I’m hungry’ but let’s not correct the five year old. Wait, how old are they? Four or five? Amelia’s four so…
 
        “Ok,” I take a deep calming breath. I’ll ignore the mess for now. “Let’s watch a movie.”
 
        A chorus of cheers follow me into the room. This is going to be a long… however long Lucas and James are gone for. 
 
    
 
         
 
        It’s dark and Lucas and James still aren’t back, I’m starting to get worried. Tegan and Bailey left an hour ago after watching a couple of movies and pigging out on Chinese food, their mom came in and helped me clean which was extremely kind of her even though I insisted it was fine. She told me you get used to it. I thought she meant cleaning but she meant looking after the kids. I was worried when she showed up, worried she’d be angry because Lucas had left but she was really good about it. Also she found my new hair product hilarious and told me many tales of motherhood. One where she got baby puke in her mouth, another where they dug up her flower garden and put it in her bed, soil and all. So many tale’s it’s a wonder anyone wants children!
 
        I put Amelia to bed after giving her a bath she’s so good at bed time. Then I jumped in the shower, now I’m exhausted. I’ll just lay down in bed for a little bit. Ah, I’ve missed this bed. Just for a minute, just a little nap…
 
    
 
        Someone brushes my hair back from my face, the bed sinks as they sit and soft lips touch my forehead, whispered promises are made into my ear as strong arms curl around me. Hmm… I love these dreams. 
 
    
 
        Can’t breathe, need to pee, arms trapping me. Gah. “James!” I say weakly, my furry tongue thick in my mouth. Yuck. “Move it, my bladder is going to burst.”
 
        He tenses and shifts his arms, with sticky eyes I climb from the bed and pad into the bathroom. It’s not until I’m washing my hands that I open my eyes, I instantly shut them, blinded by the vision of ugly in the mirror. Why, oh, why did I sleep with wet hair? It looks like a bird made a little nest in the back. My natural waves are now nothing but a cloud of brown frizz in all directions. A braid will have to do. After swirling a bit of mouthwash around my mouth I pad back into the room and find an empty bed. Huh. 
 
        “Auntie Maya!” Amelia yells and bursts into the room with a tired looking James. He immediately wraps his arms around me as Amelia attacks my legs.
 
        “I’ve not forgiven you for leaving me yesterday,” but you smell so damn good don’t let go. “Why’d you get out of bed? Where’s Lucas?”
 
        “I fell asleep in Amelia’s room, she was moaning when I got in so I started reading her a story. Next thing I know its morning,” he gives me a boyish grin and kisses my nose. “Cereal?”
 
        So who was in bed with me when I woke up? Is it possible I dreamt it? “Where’s Lucas?” James points to the couch where Lucas is sprawled on his belly, fully clothed and fast asleep. I shake my thoughts free of my mind, I definitely dreamt it. This pregnancy is making me go crazy. Bump. Yes, we haven’t forgotten about you. “She’s kicking.”
 
       James instantly takes to my side and places his hands on my belly, “When I found out we were having a girl instead of a boy, I was rather disappointed.” I never did ask him how he felt, I’m so self-centered it’s unreal. “But now, now I’m liking the idea even more.” Bump, bump. He laughs once and goes to his knees. “Hey baby.” After kissing me twice on my round naval he stands and ushers Amelia into the kitchen. 
 
        I turn and reach for the remote on the coffee table, my eyes catch Lucas’. What’s that expression on his face? After realizing how many different things I’ve missed out on by not paying attention to people’s body language I’ve started studying the people around me as best as I can. I can’t tell if Lucas’ expression is pained or just overly tired though, he’s not very expressive.
 
        “Morning,” I smile and sit by his feet. “So, tell me about last night.”
 
        “It’s nothing to worry about,” I don’t push, because it’s none of my business and it’s clear he doesn’t want to talk about it, they both came back safe and I trust them to make the right choices and tell me if they get themselves into any kind of trouble, I’m not their keeper. “What happened with the kids?”
 
        Oh yeah, I almost forgot. So I tell him the story, I release my pent up anger about the situation by beating him over the head a few times with a scatter cushion. He laughs the entire time and even ends with, “See? It wasn’t that bad.” My clothes from the day before are ruined. Fortunately I had a pair of sweats and a sweater left behind so it’s not all bad. He stops laughing and covers his head whilst I beat him some more. 
 
        We all sit and eat cereal in silence, the men seem to be having some kind of silent conversation. Even Amelia picks up on the tension and like me, she knows not to ask. When she leaves the room I clear our bowls and block the doorway. “What’s wrong?”
 
        “Nothing,” James smiles at me and glances at Lucas. “Just a little sibling rivalry.”
 
        “Yeah,” Lucas agrees with a nod and smiles reassuringly at me. I’m far from reassured.
 
   Amen to that.
 
    
 
        I throw my hands up in defeat, “Fine, whatever. Come on. We have to go home and get ready for work.” I elbow James in the ribs and grab my coat. “My flour, water and egg covered clothes are in the washing machine.” I give Lucas a tight hug. “Call me if you need me.”
 
        He wraps his arms around me and kisses my head before finally releasing me. Time for another long boring day at work. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “But look Maya,” Summer sighs happily and thrusts a third catalogue into my lap. “Little pink baby boots.”
 
        I look at the picture of the tiny shoes, “These are like the ones I saw a cat wearing on a video on YouTube. Awesome.”
 
       “So we can get them?”
 
       “Go nuts,” I say for the twelfth time and watch Summer scribble frantically on an order form. “Can we watch a movie now?”
 
        “No,” she and Marie state together. Jessica didn’t come, what the hell is her problem? I’m not texting her again. “You need to go out with James and pick a pushchair,” Summer says and James nods in agreement. “You need, diapers, lotions, shampoos, so many different things. Are you breast feeding or bottle feeding?”
 
        So much information, my head’s going to explode! “Umm…” 
 
        “Breast,” James answers for me. Tit-less man say what? “It’s best.”
 
        Summer glares at me, “Will you read the damn baby books?”
 
        “Fine!” last minute though, or never. I’ll say whatever to appease these people right about now. “I’m hungry. I need to pee and my heartburn is pissing me off.”
 
        “I’ll order,” Marie offers, she even raises her hand. 
 
        “And no way in hell is a baby wrapping his lips around my nipple,” I give a determined nod and pop a Renee into my mouth. They all sigh. What? What did I do now? If they don’t like my answers to their questions then they shouldn’t ask. 
 
    
 
        “Marie met a guy,” Summer says with a smirk. “She’s actually fucked him more than three times!” We all know Marie has a three night limit. She got her heart broken pretty badly in college first year, since then she’s had her fun. So this news is huge.
 
        “He’s great in bed,” Marie shrugs. A thought occurs and my nose crinkles, “It’s not Lucas is it?”
 
        “No!” she gasps and shakes her head frantically. “God no. He’s great and everything but it would make everything weird. Plus he’s not my type. What with Amelia and everything. She’s a great kid but I’d make a terrible step mother.” True that. “You found your dream house yet Summer?”
 
        Her shoulder’s sag and she shakes her head no. 
 
        “You’ll find it,” I pat her hand fondly.
 
        “Oh my god, you never guess who I saw earlier!” Summer exclaims.
 
        “Do tell,” Marie tucks her legs beneath her as if in preparation for the gossip. 
 
        “Remember that gigolo Maya hired for me a few years back?” 
 
        Oh shit. James bursts out laughing, “She didn’t?”
 
        “She thought she was doing me a favor.”
 
        I shrug my shoulders, “Apparently her moaning about never getting laid can’t be solved by money.”
 
        Marie gets a wistful look on her face and lets out a shudder, “That guy was fine!”
 
        “Yeah, well he’s fat now and he drives a cab.”
 
        “No shit?” I laugh. She nods with a huge grin and continues, “Yeah, he fell in love and had to stop due to his girlfriend not liking to share.”
 
        We all go “Aww,” at the same time and start cackling. James sighs with an eye roll. Ever predictable James.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349448]Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
        Why does someone so young wear such awful glasses? “So, they left you with three children?” I nod in reply. “Did any of said children become ill in your care?” Well, no, but… “Did any of those children become injured in your care?” I guess not but… “And did said children leave with smiles on their faces?” Well, yeah, but… “Did they ask to come back one day?” Umm… “I’ll take that look as a yes. So tell me Maya. What is the problem?”
 
        “I shouldn’t be left alone with children.”
 
        “Why?”
 
        “Because I’m irresponsible and immature and I know nothing about kids.”
 
        “So if there was a fire your first priority wouldn’t be to get the kids to safety?” She quirks an eyebrow and smirks.
 
        I gape, “Well of course…”
 
        “And when hungry would you feed them?” Duh… “If they needed the toilet would you have helped them without moaning?” Of course! I’m not a monster. “And if they got poorly what would you do?”
 
        “Define poorly.”
 
        “Fever, sickness, etc.”
 
        “Of course I’d give them medicine, try to cool their temperature and if their fever got bad I’d take them to the hospital! I’m not an idiot.”
 
        She grins wickedly, like the cat that got the mouse, me being the mouse, “So remind me why you shouldn’t look after children?” Sigh.
 
        “I give up,” she’s right, ok. I’m not saying it out loud I’m not giving her the satisfaction! She knows it, James knows it and I know it. That’s enough people who know it.
 
        “So tell me why it is you say you don’t like kids because part of me is certain that you do like them but you think you shouldn’t like them and honestly I can’t figure out why.”
 
        James nods slowly, his green eyes are lit up with excitement of tackling the Maya riddle, “Same reason she doesn’t like the thought of marriage but ended up loving it. Because she thinks she needs freedom.”
 
        “Maya, what’s your definition of freedom. What is freedom to you?”
 
        Well that’s obvious, “Being able to go where I want when I want. Being able to choose something without asking permission from another. Screwing who I want when I want.”
 
        The dear old doc grins again, I hate that smile… Gah. It says, I know something about you! “Well,” her fingers steeple beneath her chin. “Did you not get that freedom when you were married to James?” I guess. “And let’s be realistic Maya, you don’t screw who you want when you want. You’ve slept with how many?”
 
        “I’m her fifth. I’m not sure if she slept with anyone after we divorced.” James responds for me, I snigger when the dear old doc silences him with a look. She’s good at those looks. This one says, ‘I’m talking to Maya. Zip it.’
 
        “Five,” I avoid James’ eyes. “Still five. But I did have three on the go at one point.”
 
        “And your first was this Paul character?” James stiffens beside me at the sound of his name. “How long did you and Paul have a relationship for?”
 
        “It wasn’t a relationship. We were never exclusive. But for arguments sake we first slept together when I was nineteen and continued fucking until a week before my wedding. What’s your point?” 
 
        “My point is, before James you weren’t free to sleep around, you slept with the same person. Because you are responsible, you slept with someone you could trust, you slept with someone you cared about. You were in an open relationship therefore the responsibility to each other was minimal. That wasn’t you exercising your rights as a free person. That was you exercising your rights to enjoy sex with no strings attached. With James you got all of that plus more. You let him in because you wanted to. You took responsibility of your choices and made a proper marriage with him.”
 
        And again. “What’s your point?”
 
        “My point is you twist everything in your mind to make yourself look like the bad guy, what James did is not your fault,” James tenses again. “It was his fault, his choice not yours. So don’t forgive him based on the fact you think it was your choices that led him to that decision. To make this work you need to forgive him for what he did being on his own shoulders. Forgive him because he made that mistake all on his own. Yes your choices may have contributed but that doesn’t make you the bad guy. And the fact you assume irresponsibility when it comes to children is because you think of yourself as the bad guy.” Ok. Not sure what to say to that. “Now tell me about your mom.” Fuck.
 
        “She left when I was a baby, there’s nothing to say about her.”
 
        “Have you ever thought of looking her up?” NO! “I’ll take that frustrated look as a no. Is it something you’d consider?”
 
        I shake my head, “No way in hell. I’ve got no interest in her.”
 
        “But you just said she left when you were a baby. How would you know?”
 
        James raises his hand like a child in school, “Her father told me she was a complete waste of a woman.”
 
        He what? 
 
         “Great stuff, moving on,” I snap and give him a glare the devil would be proud of me for. 
 
         “So she didn’t leave when you were a baby?” dear old doc asks. I’m glaring at her now, “I don’t want to talk about this. EVER. Do you understand?”
 
        The doc shakes her head, “It would help you if you did.”
 
       I know that look, it’s one of determination mixed with a little pity. “Let me just clarify that woman means nothing to me and never will. Now drop it and move on.”
 
        “You seem to feel quite strongly about a woman you claim you don’t care to meet?”
 
        I lift an eyebrow and laugh once, “Because she hasn’t bothered to get in touch with me. That answer enough for you?”
 
        “Moving on,” the good old doc announces. “So, how’s your sex life?”
 
        “Well we finally had sex,” James grins mischievously and takes my hand. This conversation just took a complete one eighty, not that I’m complaining. “We didn’t share a bed afterwards.”
 
        I snigger and that opens a whole can of worms. He tells her of what I did, I tell her about seeing bony blonde in a store and what she said. James is pissed that I didn’t tell him. I’m not sure why I didn’t. Maybe I’m compartmentalizing it all again. I really need to stop doing that. 
 
        “So, why exactly is it you could have sex after seeing her that would make some people worse?” 
 
        “I think it was the fact I got reassurance that he hadn’t been seeing her,” shrugging I lean forward and sip my water. “Plus she’s like totally hideous and doesn’t compare to all of this.” 
 
        James chuckles and puts his arm around my shoulders, he kisses my temple. “That is one hundred and ten percent true.” We share a smile and any tension I had is relieved in this one simple gesture of love. “I want her to take me back.”
 
        “Of course you do. Give her time.” Apparently I’m not here again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        We got home that night and prepared for Thanksgiving. Unfortunately James won out and I’m now dressing for his mom’s dinner where there should be a fair amount of people attending. People I don’t know.
 
        “Zip me up,” I point to the back of my deep green dress that floats over the top of my belly from under my boobs. “Please.”
 
        James attaches his cufflinks to his grey shirt and quickly zips me. His arms then wind around me and large hands rest on my pudgy. I sigh when his lips touch the curve of my neck. “You look beautiful.” He flicks the brown chopsticks that are holding my hair up. “And these are adorable.”
 
        “I feel bloated,” I grumpily moan and rest my head back against his shoulder. Bump. Right now? Really? 
 
        “She’s very active at the moment, I can’t wait until we can see her move.”
 
        “You can see her move?” I squeal and look down at the small bump. 
 
        “Read the baby books.” 
 
        I will, soon…
 
    
 
   You keep saying that.
 
    
 
   And I’ll keep saying it until I’ve read them.
 
    
 
   Sigh.
 
    
 
   My own brain just sighed at me. I’m not going to comment… It’s too weird.
 
    
 
        “You’re not supposed to wear heels,” James frowns at the four inch spikes that match my dress to perfection. “It’s only for a few hours. I’ve not worn heels in weeks.”
 
        He throws his arms out in defeat, “Whatever. Come on, we have to go and get Lucas and Amelia.”
 
    
 
        We pull up outside of Lucas’ apartment and wait, James sends him a text and soon enough they are climbing in the car. Amelia looks adorable wearing a gorgeous red dress that flares out at the waist and little fluffy shawl is wrapped around her shoulders. She even has tiny sparkly black shoes on. Lucas is in a suit rather similar to James’ he looks dashingly handsome. 
 
        “Well look at you,” I grin at Amelia and tug on her curls. “You look gorgeous.” I wink at Lucas. “Wow, you’re going to impress the ladies tonight Lucas.”
 
        He lowers his head and I watch his cheeks turn pink, that’s so cute. 
 
        “Leave the man alone Maya,” James bites out and puts the car into drive. “Let’s go. Mom will kill us if we’re late.”
 
        “Oh the horror,” I giggle sarcastically. Bump. You know, that’s still as annoying as it was the first hundred times you did it today. “How much longer do I have left until the baby is out?”
 
        James hand automatically goes to my pudgy, “Eighteen weeks.” Shit, is that it? 
 
    
 
        I sat with James last weekend and watched him set up the nursery with Kyle that was fun to see. They didn’t have a clue what they were doing and ended up calling Lucas who got the entire room of furniture set up in less than an hour. I have to admit it does look good, like something you’d see in a catalogue rather than in your own home. 
 
        The room is beige and James spent the day sticking stencils and prints of stuffed animals on the walls. I mentioned the fact we should just pay someone to do it but he said he wanted to do it himself and to be honest he did a fab job. Unfortunately I’ve been roped into doing the laundry side of things. I washed all of the many clothes and bedding and blankets and such and then the girls and James put it all away. At least I did something.
 
    
 
   You only hyperventilated six times. Proud of you.
 
    
 
        I can’t help it, the whole baby thing is really freaking me out. As you already know. It’s just getting worse the more realistic it becomes. 
 
    
 
        As expected his moms place is full of people I don’t know nor do I care to know. James leads us straight into the living area and sits us down. I instantly become bored, my belly instantly becomes starved as it registers the gorgeous scents lingering in the air as food and starts growling like a caged lion. Amelia has vanished with some of James’ relatives that I’m sure were at our wedding. Lucas is sat next to me looking as uncomfortable and out of place as I feel.
 
        “Want to go get some air?” I ask him. He hops up quicker than a flash, takes my hand and leads me out onto the deserted terrace. It’s cold and I can see my breath in the night air but it’s better than being inside around all of the chatter. “How are you doing? I’ve not seen you since last weekend.”
 
        He smiles and drapes his jacket over my shoulders. We both lean on the railing that separates us from plummeting to our deaths. “I’m good. Amelia’s good. Work’s good. Life’s good.”
 
        “That’s a lot of good,” Grinning at him I lean into him, he puts his arm around my shoulders. “I’ve got heartburn.”
 
        He reaches around me and into his pocket and pulls out a packet of Renee, I could kiss him. “I figured you might need some.” How thoughtful, I chew on one of the little white mint tasting tablets with a sigh of relief. “How are you and James?”
 
        “I dunno,” honestly I don’t. “He’s not pushing me which is great but I’m not sure where we’re at right now. The whole thing still angers me. You know?”
 
        “Yeah, my wife always brought it up whenever we argued. It drove me mad. Don’t get like that it only makes things worse because not only are you reminding James you’re reminding yourself.” 
 
        That makes sense. He gives me a squeeze and kisses my head, “I’m loving the chopsticks in your hair. Very adorable.”
 
        “Why thank you kindly sir,” I look up at him through my lashes and grin. “So, no news to report? Nothing you want to tell me?” 
 
        He looks momentarily startled and his body goes tense. “Nope. Why?”
 
        “I guess we’ll just stand in silence then. My life’s as boring as yours sounds right about now. Even work isn’t as fulfilling as it used to be. Everything just seems so forced right now.”
 
        His hand goes to my stomach and his green eyes meet mine, “You can do this. You’re a natural. Don’t let fear get in the way of being you Maya. You’ve got me, James, Marie, Sylvia, the list is endless. You’ll never go at this alone.” His free hand cups my cheek. I lean into it feeling more reassured 
 
    
 
        “What are you doing?” James’ accusing voice snaps us out of our little moment. We both turn to look at him without moving away from each other. “Why aren’t you inside? It’s cold.”
 
        “We just came to get some air,” I smile at him and pat Lucas on the chest before stepping in to James’ arms. “Sorry, we didn’t mean to worry you.”
 
    
 
         Sylvia chooses this moment to step outside, “What are you three doing out here? Oh my lord look at the belly you’re finally getting!” she rushes straight over and places her hands on my bump. Can I get her done for sexual harassment? This is awkward. “Pregnancy is amazing isn’t it?”
 
        “Umm…”
 
        “Mom, could you please take Maya inside, I need to talk to Lucas for a moment,” what’s going on now? 
 
        Sylvia looks at me for an answer as her hands fall away from my belly. I shrug, I’ve got no clue. “Ok,” she relents and takes my arm. “Let’s go get you something to drink.” Are we friends again? I’m unsure. We head inside but not before I hand Lucas back his jacket and kiss James on the cheek. “They look really angry at each other.”
 
        “They did?” wow, am I really that oblivious?
 
        “Couldn’t you tell?” she quirks a brow. I shake my head, I genuinely couldn’t tell. Remember earlier how I said I’ve been reading people’s body language to the best of my abilities? Yeah well… I suck at it. This is proof. 
 
        The wait staff star ushering everyone into the dining room. We all sit and wait for a few stragglers. James and Lucas included. 
 
        “Marie!” I shout and she looks up from the other end where she’s clearly flirting with James’ work buddy. She winks at me and turns back to the handsome male.
 
    
 
        James and Lucas reenter the dining room as if nothing had happened. James sits to my left, Amelia to my right and Lucas is opposite Amelia. The conversation is dull but the food is fantastic. Christ I’m hungry. Bump. James takes my hand over the table, eating with only his free hand. It’s cute and a little funny, I’m still waiting for him to drip his gravy down his shirt. It is one of his favorites after all. 
 
        “Daddy,” Amelia whispers across the table. “I gotta go potty.”
 
        I wipe my mouth on a napkin, “I’ll take her.” Why are they both looking at me like that? “I gotta go potty too.”
 
        James and Lucas start laughing at my poor attempt of copying Amelia. Sylvia scowls at me as her friends watch her disrespectful daughter in law announce to a table full of stuck up posh twits that she needs a piss. I shrug, take Amelia’s hand and skip to the bathroom. 
 
        “Auntie Maya,” Amelia says as she washes her hands and I relieve myself. “What you got?”
 
        “Sorry?”
 
        “What you got?” she points to my lower region, which is covered by the way, I’m not just sat here flashing her my goodies, that would be weird. “Daddy don’t have what we got.”
 
        “That’s because daddy is a boy. Girls get boobies and moos and boys get man sticks.”
 
    
 
   Man sticks? Really?
 
    
 
   Hmm… man sticks.
 
    
 
        She nods seeming satisfied and dries her hands as I wash mine. Why do I always get stuck with the awkward questions? It sucks. “Will I get boobies?” Another one?
 
        “Yep, when you’re a big girl.”
 
        She grins excitedly and holds the hand towel out for me. I take it, dry my hands, take her hand and pull her out of the bathroom. No way in hell am I sticking around in there for her next question! 
 
    
 
        “Don’t any of these people have families they’d rather spend thanksgiving with? Or are they using an actual holiday to network? I’ve had four people give me their card and say, our product will interest you. Blah, blah, blah,” I whisper to James as he sips on a glass of whiskey. The smell, mm, how I miss it. 
 
        “Same here.”
 
        “I’m so taking him home tonight,” Marie points at the handsome dude from earlier. He waves over at us all and goes back to his conversation. “He’s yummy.”
 
        “You spending Christmas with us?” I ask around a yawn. Damn I’m completely zonked. She nods, of course she is. She does every year. James squeezes my thigh, “We’re spending it at my moms. It’ll just be us, and Marie, Lucas and Amelia.” 
 
        “Whatever, as long as I can put a tree up.” 
 
    
 
        This will be my first Christmas without my father, the first Thanksgiving, the first Easter, the first Valentine’s Day, and my first birthday without him. The New Year is going to suck. I need to go to my dad’s to get my decorations. As morbid as they’ll make me feel we’ve had them since I was a little girl. I can’t not put them up. 
 
        James will surely come with me right? I hope so. Pretending to be strong and succeeding is one thing but actually being strong in a situation like this is another. If that makes sense, I do it quite often. Sort of like when you see a spider and everyone’s screaming, you’re like, ‘It’s just a spider.’ And then scoop it up but on the inside you’re all… ‘AHHHHHHHHHH’ and wanting to shake your hand and your entire body until that crawling feeling disappears from your skin. I’m not sure if anyone else has done this. I have… this is my example of pretending to be strong and succeeding. 
 
        I should go to his grave again soon, I’ve just been so busy with work and such. The holiday season is so annoying. Amelia got permission from the doctor to have her sling off last week so that took up half of my day in the hospital, Lucas had to work. She only needed a couple of X-rays and such but hospitals can be really slow. Why do the worst accidents always seem to occur around Christmas? 
 
    
 
        “Isn’t it your birthday like January third?” Lucas asks with a furrowed brow. I shrug, “No. My birthday’s not for another ten years.”
 
        “She’s scared of turning twenty four.” Another year and I’ll be twenty five which is a quarter of a century… just saying.
 
        Marie laughs and it’s loud, “Please, you were scared to turn twenty. And twenty one!”
 
        “I remember having to peel your drunk ass off the streets for your twenty first,” James chuckles and kisses our laced fingers. 
 
        Ah what a night that was! I barely remember it, that’s why it’s so good.  Marie and Jessica both joined me with a fair few of our other friends who we only see on a night out. Everyone has friends like these right? Anyway, we dressed up as characters from Disney to remember our youth. I was a slutty Rapunzel. Because my hair is freakishly long it worked well. 
 
       “I love my birthday,” Amelia says with a tired smile. “Auntie Maya, you came to my birthday.”
 
       “That was the day we met, wasn’t it Lucas?” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349449]Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
        “Y’know what?” Lucas slurs and throws his arm around an equally drunk James. “I’m… I’m… (Hic) glad that you’re my brother.”
 
        “Aww, man I feel like, like I wish I knew you before. Y’know?” James slurs and pats Lucas on the back. 
 
        Lucas gives him a drunken grin and slaps his shoulder, “And now you got your baby and your girlfriend and your job. I’d have nothin’ if… if it wasn’t for you.” Sigh. 
 
    
 
   It’s shocking how alike they are…
 
    
 
   Threesome!
 
    
 
        I’ve found if I ignore my libido she tends to leave me alone…
 
        “Aww, guys,” Marie staggers over and joins their group hug. “I love you guys!” She’s a loveable drunk. “You’re the best. And so gorgeous. Maya is so lucky. I wish I was lucky like Maya.”
 
        “I love Maya,” James says happily as if I’m not stood right behind him watching him act like an idiot. Am I this annoying when I’m drunk? “She’s the best. And god she is good with her mouth.” Steady on cowboy. “I just… where is she? Maya?” he spins to face me and gives me a heavy lidded gaze, his lips tilted up at the sides. “I love you. You know I love you. So damn much.”
 
        “Group hug!” Marie calls. James, Lucas and Marie all surround me. I’m officially a Maya wrap. Bump. Yeah, it’s pissing me off too. Wait, who the hell is that guy? And that? People we don’t know have joined in the fun.
 
        “Maya,” Lucas says in my ear, his breath stinks of alcohol, mostly whiskey. “Maya. Maya. Maya. Maya.”
 
        “What?”
 
        “I think you’re so amazing.” Right. “James is a lucky guy. Aren’t you James?” They’re still hugging me by the way. 
 
        “Yeah, (hic) I’m so lucky.”
 
        “Get off her,” I hear Sylvia say. She starts throwing people out of the way before dragging me out of the center of the huddle.
 
        “Oh my god, we should totally do karaoke!” Marie announces causing the entire room to cheer. “I’m going first!” 
 
        Oh dear. Sylvia pulls me over to the side, “Little legs is in bed. She’s fast asleep.” She glances over to Lucas and James and rolls her eyes. “If you’re tired, you head on up.”
 
        “Thanks Sylvia,” I sigh with relief. I’m knackered and I can’t leave without them. “I’ll make Lucas a pallet on James’ bedroom floor.”
 
        “Thanks dear,” with another eye roll aimed at the men she ushers me out of the room and into the dark hall. 
 
    
 
        James old room is cute, it’s exactly how it was back when he was in high school with posters of football stars on the walls and trophy’s. He won a chess tournament. Nice. I pull off my dress and bra and pull on an old T-shirt of James’ and a pair of his boxers. That’s better. After pulling the chop sticks out of my hair I slide into bed and snuggle into the blankets. Ah, that’s better. 
 
    
 
        It feels like only minutes later when I hear male giggling, yep, actual fucking giggling, and the bed dips as someone climbs in, James I hope. Shit, I forgot to do the pallet. Hell, they can do it themselves. Strong arms roll me over until my head is resting against a smooth chest. I smile and fall back to sleep. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Snoring? I’m woken by snoring. The room is still dark, it can’t be more than six. Arms are wrapped around me from behind, I can feel their evident arousal pressing against my globes. That better be James. A warm body is in front of me too. The arms wrapped around me shift a little until one hand is wrapped around my breast. Ok. 
 
    
 
   Man this is comfy!
 
    
 
   I don’t think that’s James groping you in his sleep. These hands are rough.
 
    
 
        I daren’t move just in case my Conscience is right. Shit. I shift a little, trying to move without waking anyone. There comes that snore again, it’s from behind me. Double shit. James doesn’t snore. What do I do? 
 
    
 
   Go back to sleep, it’ll resolve itself. Although I wouldn’t mind if it didn’t.
 
    
 
   Hello, boyfriend’s brother.
 
    
 
   Hello, ex-boyfriend. Big difference.
 
    
 
        The body behind me moves a little, his hips come forward and press into me. Eep. This is wrong on so many levels, I’m tingling all over, that feels so good and I really don’t want it too. 
 
    
 
   Only human. Remember that.
 
    
 
   Need to escape. Like NOW. 
 
    
 
        James murmurs something in his sleep and turns over. I squeeze my eyes shut as his arms go around me and hit the person behind me. He stiffens. Uh-oh. 
 
    
 
   Pretend you’re asleep! 
 
    
 
   Well duh. 
 
        “What the fuck?” James hisses and moves his hand down my body until he comes into contact with the hand on my nunga. Uh-oh. The hand is ripped away and I’m yanked forward away from the warm body that had me surrounded. I pretend to jerk awake and blink my eyes open sleepily. James isn’t looking at me, he’s dragging Lucas out of bed.
 
        “I’m so sorry,” Lucas stands with James’ hands fisted in his shirt. They both look down at his tenting boxers. “Fuck.” I can see Lucas look at me in the dim light from between the curtains and wall. “I’m so sorry Maya.”
 
        “Sorry for what?” I grumble, feigning sleepiness. “What’s going on?” 
 
        “Nothing, go back to sleep.” James says. Phew, dodged a bullet. “You fucking ass hole!”
 
        “I’m sorry James, I was sleeping.”
 
        This has to be the funniest sight I’ve ever seen. Imagine this, two tall, broad, rather handsome men stood facing each other with certain parts of their body sticking out. 
 
    
 
   And they’re both for me. Gimme.
 
    
 
   If you weren’t a figment of my imagination I’d flick you on the nose and send you outside like the dog you are.
 
    
 
   Don’t say it… don’t you… “Are you two hot for each other or are you trying to find north?” I hate you. So much right now. I start giggling, then I start laughing which turns into cackling. And then I start taking pictures. “Oh my god. Best wake up ever!”
 
        James glares at me, “Mind not taking pictures of my brother.”
 
        “Chill out James, shit happens.” I shrug dismissively and climb out of bed. “I’m a sexy girl. He’s a man. He can’t help me being so damn irresistible.” I pat them both on their cheeks. “Come on. Let’s go get an early breakfast.” Once you’ve calmed your mini men down. 
 
    
 
        “Lucas, can you please give me a moment alone with my wife?” ex-wife, but whatever. Am I in trouble? Looks like it. Oops. 
 
        Lucas stomps out of the room mumbling under his breath. James grabs me forcefully by the arms and slams me up against the door. Oh dear god. Then his mouth is on mine. He kisses me like he’s never kissed me before. His usual soft, teasing kisses are now a force to be reckoned with. His tongue enters my mouth and presses against my own. 
 
        “Fuck,” he growls and pushes my boxers down until they drop to my ankles. “You’re mine.” James with a back bone and a bite. Oh my fucking god yes. His green eyes are almost black with desire, his pupils fully dilated. I can almost hear his heart pounding. 
 
    
 
   I just came a little.
 
    
 
        “I never want to see that again, ever.” He rips my top from my body and drops it somewhere behind him before dragging me over to his desk. “See what?” I manage to say as my body is overcome with tingles and excitement. I think he’s going to lift me to sit on it. He doesn’t. He really fucking doesn’t. What he does do is so much better. He roughly spins me so I’m facing away from him and slams me none too gently onto the wooden surface. My cheek hits the cool wood but not hard enough to cause pain. 
 
    
 
   Oh my.
 
    
 
        “You with another man…” He bites out and literally tears my panties off before sending the ripped lace to the floor. Gulp. “You drive me crazy.” I did nothing wrong but whatever, I’m certainly not going to tell him as such. Mainly because I really don’t want him to stop. “I can’t stand it. I can’t lose you.” His hand is at the back of my neck pinning me to the desk, not that he needs to. He doesn’t need to know that I’m not moving an inch because he’s in control and effectively losing his self-control. Not to mention the fact it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. His finger slides in making my entire body tremble. I groan and it’s loud, he gasps when he feels how ready I am. “Fuck,” he hisses. My body instinctively pushes back, wanting to feel him further inside of me to the point of quivering need. Instead he moves his finger in and out whilst his thumb circles my little hood. I squirm and writhe under his torment, so damn close. 
 
         I feel that perfect warm head poised at my entrance. His body shakes as he slides it up and down my wet folds, catching my sensitive nub every fucking time which causes me to cry out. If I thought it couldn’t get any hotter I was wrong, he clasps his hand around my mouth to silence me and wraps his other in my hair. The head of him sinks in less than an inch.  
 
        “James,” I beg, I need him now. “Please.” It’s muffled but he understands.
 
        He doesn’t wait a moment longer, his hips surge forward and his hand brings my hair back as he slams inside. Little James was large before but now it’s growing inside of me, becoming so thick, filling me completely. I want, no, I need more. My body is screaming for him to move. I’m shaking, trembling like I’m connected to an electrical circuit, every single nerve ending in my body is burning. Yet he doesn’t move.
 
         “No, what the fuck?” I hear him splutter, his tone laced with annoyance and disbelief, he tenses to an almost concrete state. “No, no, no, no. Ah!” He presses his chest to my back and wraps his arms around me, his entire being becomes stiff and then comes that familiar throbbing inside of me, he cries out his release, still stiff as a board. 
 
        Once he calms he curses again and again. “Shit! That didn’t just happen.”
 
        “Did you just?” 
 
        “Umm…”
 
        “Oh my god!” I giggle as he pulls out and slumps to the floor, looking like he’s just run a marathon. He rests his back against the end of his bed. “But you…”
 
        “I lost it.”
 
        Oh hell this is fucking hilarious, I burst out laughing as his member slowly shrinks from use.
 
    
 
   You call that use?
 
    
 
        “I am so sorry,” he says looking a little angry at himself. “I completely lost it. That’s… that’s just…”
 
         By this point I’m laughing so hard I have to grip onto the desk to stop my knees from buckling beneath me. “Talk about a premature ejaculation!”
 
        “Stop it!” he moans and buries his face in his hands. I see his neck go all pink and splotchy. He’s blushing! That’s just the cherry on top of this hilarious event.
 
        “Maybe this room is magic and has transformed you back into a thirteen year old boy. Or maybe you’re just getting old.” I cackle and pad into the bathroom to clean myself. 
 
        He follows me in and switches on the shower, I watch his muscles bulge as he pulls his top over his head. “It’s not funny. I’m a grown man, that shouldn’t have happened. I have better control than that.”
 
        “It’s fucking hilarious baby, I’m sorry but that was something I’ll be relaying to the females during girls night.” Oh my lord. Marie will love this. 
 
        He curses and slaps me on my bare ass cheek making me squeal. “Stop being a bitch.”
 
        “Ok fast blast.”
 
        He grabs me around the waist and drags my kicking, screaming and laughing form into the shower. “Give me a minute and we’ll try that again.”
 
        “The sexy spontaneity of it has kind of gone now, don’t you think quick stick?”
 
        “Fine then,” he smirks and pushes me so my back is against the shower wall, I squeal as my warm flesh meets cool tile. “I guess I’ll just have to bring it back.” And then he’s on his knees and my leg is over his shoulder.  Fuck yes.
 
    
 
   My sentiments exactly.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
          Its breakfast time and the place looks like there was no party last night. Sylvia and Amelia are sat at the dining table with a very hung over and embarrassed looking Lucas, eating an array of different breakfast foods that are spread out along the table. Woman cooks good. 
 
         I sit down beside James and thank him as he pours me a glass of orange juice. After grabbing a couple of croissants I butter them and bite into one whilst the others chatter. I have some research to do on my phone. Evil laugh commencing.
 
    
 
        Five minutes later, “Hey James.”
 
        “Yes babe?”
 
        “How is a man like a snowstorm?” I ask innocently and watch his fork stop midway between his mouth and the plate. His mouth freezes open, he knows I’m about to say something he won’t like. “Because you don't know when he's coming, how many inches you'll get, or how long it'll last.”
 
          He narrows his eyes at me and fills his mouth. Lucas laughs, he thinks it’s funny. 
 
    
 
         And again in the car, with the window open, “Attention: for all men who suffer from premature ejaculation, there will be an anonymous meeting at the local pub tomorrow... Be sure to come early!”
 
        “I loath you.” James presses a button and the windows go up. Yet again Lucas laughs seeming oblivious to the reason for my jokes.
 
        “I love you too baby,” I flutter my eyelashes innocently. 
 
    
 
        Now we’re back home, James is in the living room watching movies whilst working on his laptop. I’m in the small office. Doing naughty things, the non-sexual version of naughty I mean. Got to love google and free apps. So many awesome apps out there.
 
        “Chinese?” James calls from the living room.
 
       “Sounds great,” I give him a genuine smile so he doesn’t suspect a thing.
 
    
 
   He’s always suspicious of you. Especially after the treacle, sugar, lotion, shaving foam and ketchup incident. 
 
    
 
        This is true. What a hilarious prank, I truly slay myself. This one is so much better. 
 
    
 
         Later on, in the room. “I reckon they should make ejaculation a sport in the Olympics babe. You’re sure to come first.” Wagging my eyebrows I blow him a kiss and squeal when he lunges for me. With a move that would rival that of a ninja’s I leap over the couch to put some distance between us. “Come here baby,” I crook my finger at him, raise an eyebrow and hit my forehead with my palm. “Oh wait, you already did.” 
 
    
 
        His eyes narrow, this time he does get his arm around me. “You are so going to regret that.” I feel his nose run up and down my neck and his hands caress my breasts through my top. The buzzer sounds, Chinese is here. “Later.”
 
        “You sure you can wait that long?” I call after him and cackle when he growls in response.
 
    
 
         Sometime after dinner, “You know...”
 
         “Enough,” he snaps and glares at me. “I swear to god woman, I’m going to seriously get you back one of these days.” And I shall sleep with one eye open after tomorrow morning because I have no doubt it will push him over the edge.
 
    
 
   So why are you doing it?
 
    
 
   That is a good question… that I shall answer tomorrow after I put my brilliant plan to work.
 
    
 
        “I was thinking of buying you a porno but figured it was pointless as you wouldn’t make it past the age certificate warning.” 
 
        I duck whilst chortling as a pillow soars for my face. Ha, he missed! 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        It’s safe to say he is going to be pissed. I’ve done an amazing job I will admit. I scan the walls to double check everything is in place and text Marie that I’ll meet her in five. After padding into the spare bedroom I kiss James softly on the temple.
 
    
 
        I’m barely sat with Marie for five minutes when my phone is ringing. I snigger and press ignore before winking at my friend, “I’m in so much trouble.”
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349450]Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
        “You’ve called this emergency meeting why James?” He hands the dear old doc one of the posters I pinned to the wall. “She played another joke on you?”
 
    
 
        Ok, so I may or may not have made about forty posters of James, specifically the poster was of him totally naked from behind. The words: Premature Ejaculation, were at the top of the poster. Followed by, Coming soon, at the bottom. Like a movie poster. Unfortunately it doesn’t stop there. Instead of putting ‘starring James’ I put… Currently shooting, James Freeman. In normal font beneath the coming soon part. Then I proceeded to stick said poster on every available wall space throughout the entire apartment along with pamphlets that I printed out on: Viagra, dentures, hair loss, sagging skin, there was too much to print off but I’m pretty sure anti-wrinkle information was in there somewhere as well.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t that funny.
 
    
 
   It was fucking hilarious.
 
    
 
        I think I may have gone too far this time. James is really angry with me. So angry that he won’t even let me touch him. Marie says I’ve completely insulted his abilities as a man and that will not sit well with him. He should be used to my crazy shit by now right?
 
    
 
        “I can’t deal with her psycho bullshit. I mean, who does that?” he starts pacing around the office. “She’s driving me mad. You know she still hasn’t read the fucking baby books. She still won’t stay in bed with me or have regular sex with me. Yet all through the day she acts like I’m the greatest person on earth. That is until she pulls this shit.” He glowers at me. “Make up your damn mind! Do you want me or not? Or are you just messing me around for the hell of it? It’s been almost five months since I fucked up! That’s longer than we were married for! Have I not shown you how I feel? Have I not proven to you I only want you?”
 
        “James,” the doc says softly and motions for him to sit. He does, but he does it with attitude. She turns to me. “Did you find this funny?”
 
        I nod slowly like a child caught with her hand in a cookie jar. She raises an eyebrow, she prefers verbal answers. I sigh, “Yes. I’m sorry. It was so funny I laughed so hard I’m surprised the baby isn’t scrambled.” She does not look impressed. Yikes. Tough crowd. 
 
        “Why do you do this Maya?” she says without judgment. “Are you punishing him?” 
 
    
 
        Not really. I’d say more like taking my quirky shit out on him. I can understand why he’s angry, it’s just one thing after another. He wouldn’t even talk to me when I got home. I don’t think it’s the fact I was joking around with him I think it’s the extremes to which I did it. Yes I feel like shit, yes, I regret it but it’s done now.
 
    
 
   You’re still laughing about it inside. That’s hardly a decent dose of regret.
 
    
 
        “Tell me why you did it.”
 
        “Because it seemed like a good idea at the time,” I respond honestly and avoid the doc’s curious gaze. She then steeples her fingers under her chin and rests her elbows on her knees. I suddenly feel like James has sent me to the Principal’s office. Shit.
 
        “To take your mind off things?” Off what things? “The baby maybe? Or your failed marriage and your inability to give him what he clearly wants?” Hmm… Possibly. Her talent for reading my mind after she asks me a question is amazing. She always seems to know what my answers are. Or am I just that predictable? I’d rather think she’s psychic. I like to think of myself as unpredictable. 
 
    
 
        “All I want to know is, do I even have a chance with her? Do I have a chance at getting back into her heart, into her life and into her bed?” James turns to me. “I just need to know. You aren’t the same Maya. You’re not as fun as you used to be. Your playful banter has become nothing but petty insults that I know half the time you don’t find funny. I remember when we used to sit and laugh about bullshit, like you wanting me to call you characters out of movies whilst we made love. Now all you do is…”
 
        “Insult his masculinity,” the doc finishes for him.
 
    
 
        Have I really become that bad? That mean? 
 
    
 
   I’m going to have to say yes.
 
    
 
        My eyes burn a little, I didn’t realize I was hurting him but now that I think about it he’s sort of right. I wasn’t insulting him on purpose or being mean on purpose. 
 
        “How does this make you feel Maya? Now he’s opened up to you? Can you tell us why you’ve been acting this way?” Good question. 
 
    
 
        Let me think about this for a few minutes. They sit in silence and watch as I mull things over. Could I be punishing him for what he did? Do I even want to be with him or am I with him for the sake of the baby? I’m pretty certain I’d be here if I wasn’t pregnant. Christ. How can I answer their damn questions when my mind is so fucked up? I’m responding to my own internal questions with more questions. 
 
        “When I went to LA I managed to sulk for a while, I managed to get myself in a good place,” I begin to talk, I’m not even sure what I’m saying if I’m honest. It’s just wanting to pour out. “I found out about the baby and suddenly my entire world turned upside down. Then James came to LA and I felt like nothing bad had happened. We got home and you know the rest. I saw bony blonde and seeing her brought me no grief, no anger or sorrow. But I remember this intense feeling of wanting to get him back somehow.”
 
        “Hence the syrup incident right?” she starts taking notes.
 
        “Now that I think about it, seeing her. The reason I actually had sex with him. I think it’s because I wanted to lay claim on him. Feel reassured that he’s mine but in reality, he hasn’t been mine since before the divorce.” James exhales sharply and walks over to a bookshelf to my right. He’s giving me a little privacy I think. I’m not sure. “I loved him. I needed him. Hell, I still need him.” I point to my stomach. “But I can’t…”
 
   Do the right thing Maya.
 
    
 
        “I just can’t forgive him. The more I think about him and her the worse I feel!” I’m almost shouting now. “I’m so fucking angry, I remember my first year of college when Marie had her heart broken. She was a crying mess. She kept clutching her chest and stomach with her hands and saying it physically hurt. That her chest ached and her lungs kept constricting like the beginning of a panic attack whenever she thought of him with someone else. That’s how I feel. It’s fucking painful. Physically not just mentally. My hands shake, I become sweaty and warm and I just want to punch him in the face and scream at him. And then I stop thinking about it and lock it away. As if I’ve forgotten completely.”
 
        “This is good Maya. Keep going.”
 
    
 
         “I can’t do this. I can’t do us. I love him, I love him so damn much. There’s no way I can get past it. I can’t just keep pretending anymore. It’s not about trust because I do trust him. He’s earned that. It’s not about the baby because that’s my fault not his, I was careless. It’s about our relationship, about him purposely wanting to hurt me. I could forgive him if he did it for pleasure. I’m sure of it. But I can’t forgive him for personally wanting to put me through this pain no matter what reason or excuse he had.”
 
        James steps over to me and kneels before me, that familiar panicked look in his eyes. “Don’t say that, don’t because it’s not true. We can get through it.”
 
        “No we can’t, we’re a mess and I’m hiding behind you. I’m having a baby James and I’m treating the whole ordeal like it’s no more important than buying a carton of milk from the store.” A tear slips from my eye, I angrily wipe it away. “I think a part of me has been hoping you’d break up with me so I wouldn’t have to.” His green eyes go wide with hurt at my admission. Unfortunately it’s an honest admission. “I was too scared to be alone with the invader and the fact I don’t have any family. We can’t get through this because… I don’t actually want to forgive you for it. I don’t want to take you back or remarry you or live with you.”
 
        “Don’t say that.”
 
        “I’m sorry if it makes me a horrible person but every single thing you do winds me up. I used to love all your habits and now they just piss me off as if I’m finding reasons to be mad at you. Hell, I can’t even go to my own damn office without vomiting because of what you did. I’ve been avoiding it and having meetings over lunch and dinners when needed so I don’t have to go there. Just the thought of your arms around me at night makes me wonder if you compare me to her, if you want to call her. If you’d rather this,” I point to my belly. “Be in her.”
 
        “You know that’s not true!” he shouts and runs his hands through his hair before placing them on my knees. “I would never think that! You know it’s not true!”
 
        “Part of me does but that lingering part of me that’s holding on to our doomed relationship for all the wrong reasons is feeling doubts. I feel like I should be with you because of the baby and because my dad told me too and because I love you. But I also don’t think I should because of what you did and how wrong we actually are for each other. I used to think you were fucking perfect and you ruined that for me. The pedestal I had you on came crashing to the ground and I don’t know how to look at you or treat you anymore! I hate you James. I love you but I really fucking hate you for making me feel so damned crazy!”
 
    
 
        James looks to the doctor for help, she remains quiet. I think I’ve said all that needs to be said. His voice breaks as he says, “So, that’s it then? You’ve made your decision?”
 
        “Yeah, I guess I have,” back to Numbland I go. “This isn’t going to be a happy ever after because there’s nothing to be happy about.”
 
        “And the baby?” his green eyes glisten with unshed tears. “Maya. The baby?”
 
        “It’s your baby James. I’m not sure what to do about that. Not yet. I need to deal with it first, read the damn baby books. Get myself established again. I’m sick of locking everything away and I’m finally at breaking point.”  I’ve just plunged over the cliff and landed in a sea full of my own shit. Too thick to see through. Now I need to find my own way out.
 
        “You can both get through this Maya.” The too young to be a shrink says and touches my arm. “Don’t give up.” I think it’s too late. I gave up a while ago I just hadn’t realized it until now. 
 
    
 
        “I guess I’ll be moving out then,” James states and clears his throat, he’s clearly trying to keep his composure much like I’m doing. He’s not succeeding too well. 
 
        “You can have the apartment.”
 
        He glares at me, “I’m not kicking the woman I love and my child out of their home.”
 
        “I’m moving to my dad’s. It’s where I grew up. It seems fitting.”
 
    
 
        It’s time I went home to face the reality that is my life. Bump. Yep, you’re in my thoughts too. 
 
    
 
        “James,” Doctor Barrett breaks our locked gazes with her soothing voice. “Do you accept this?”
 
        “No, I want to raise my baby as a family. I want to be with her, I want her to love me. Unfortunately she’s too damn selfish to give it a little bit more time,” he walks out without another word, slamming the door closed behind him. I watch as one of the photos of Doctor Barrett and an older looking man falls to the floor. What a weird moment of Deja vu. 
 
    
 
   Got any cab money?
 
    
 
        My purse is in James’ car. Fuck. 
 
    
 
   I think we did the right thing.
 
    
 
        I can’t help but agree. When it sinks in… well let’s just say I’m not looking forward to when it does. 
 
        “Maya, why don’t you want this baby?” Oh, the doctor. I forgot about you. “You talk about your dad and he sounds amazing. Is it to do with your mother leaving?”
 
        I shrug, “I don’t know anymore.” She nods and gives me a sympathetic smile. I send a quick text to Marie, as always she’s on her way. “I’ll go wait in the lobby.” She walks me to the door, clearly wanting to push but she doesn’t. Thank god she doesn’t. I don’t think I can take anymore right now. 
 
    
 
        With a sniff I drop into a chair by the reception desk and turn to face the window. It’s snowing, I love the snow. Makes you realize how close Christmas really is. Christmas, a holiday I’ll be spending on my own. 
 
        I watch the snowflakes drift to the damp ground, the black tarmac road becomes spotted with little dots of white. It’s peaceful, relaxing and beautiful to watch. Such the opposite of how I feel. My emotions are anything but peaceful, beautiful and they are certainly not relaxing, my spirit is completely gone. How could I not have noticed this? Every year when it snows I get so excited I jump around until its thick enough to build a snowman. 
 
        Wow, I must look seriously depressed. I plaster on a smile for Marie when I see my old car pull up. She exits the vehicle and climbs the three stone steps leading to the door. I beat her to opening it.
 
         “Tell me everything.”
 
    
 
         She pulls up in front of my building just as I finish. Ex-building I mean. I watch her as she stares straight ahead, clearly thinking of something to say that’ll make it all better. “Shit.” I feel so much better… “Wow.” And again, you’re really nailing it Marie. “I don’t know what to say. I’m glad.” Wait what? “I’m glad you’re going back home I’m glad you two are taking a proper break.”
 
        “We’re over, completely, totally and completely.”
 
        She gives me a look that tells me she doesn’t believe me. “I wanted to throttle you these past two months. You’ve been tiptoeing around the issue. He fucked somebody else Maya. I wanted to scream it at you, I wanted you to wake up just like after your dad died. Stop fucking listening to everyone else and go with your own… heart or whatever. Listen to yourself. Don’t respond out of guilt.”
 
        Ok, that was unexpected.
 
        She’s not finished, “Summer agrees with me. We think you rushed back here and rushed back to James. You don’t deal with anything Maya. It’s about time you grew up a little.” I can see she’s not being mean, she’s just stating the truth but it still sucks and I still feel insulted. “Stop hiding behind your wit and your ridiculous antics and the emotions you tell yourself you should have. Go grieve your father’s death, go deal with the fact you’re about to become a mom and go get your head together before it’s too late and you end up with post natal depression and leave your kid with its dad just like your mom did.” Ouch. Harsh. My eyes burn, because she’s right. I can’t deny I haven’t thought about it. And yet, she’s still not done, “Do you remember first year in college? We had that safe sex speech which got us talking about having kids one day. Do you remember what you said?”
 
        I roll my eyes, “I said I’d never let my kid go like my mom did with me.” And I meant it at the time. 
 
    
 
   At the time?
 
    
 
        Details. Now where were we? “Exactly, and you’re going to grow the fuck up, accept this for what it is and be a fantastic mother that will put the rest of us to shame. You’re going to start talking about your little girl during every conversation. You’re going to start sending me annoying pictures when you think she’s pulling a cute face that in reality I’ll probably think makes her look like a pug dog. You’re going to monitor every movement and upload it to Facebook to share with the world because that’s how proud you’ll be. You are not and I mean NOT going to give your child to James and fuck off back to a meaningless life of partying and sex because you have some warped view that that’s the life you love and the life you deserve! We had our fun times, fun times we’ll still be able to have.” Wow, she’s really going for it. “This child isn’t a curse Maya. You were never a curse. Your mom was just too fucking stupid to see how great you really are.” I nod, because there’s nothing to say. She leans over the console and wraps me in her arms. It’s shocking because Marie just doesn’t do things like this. Yes she’s blunt and to the point but never mean, only honest. But I never realized just how much she’s wanted to say to me. I vaguely wonder why she hasn’t said anything until now but I know it doesn’t really matter. She’s right. Everything she said is right that’s what matters. Not the timing of her sudden outburst or the reasons behind it. What matters is the truth and the fact that I really need to stop being a selfish bitch and make my life matter again.
 
        “Why are we crying?” I laugh and wipe the dampness from my cheeks as she wipes hers.
 
        She shrugs and opens the door, letting in a blast of cold air that chills me to the bone, “Sometimes we just need a good cry. Especially with friends. Now let’s go pack your things and get you to your dad’s. No need to put it off.”
 
        “But…” I start to say but she silences me with a hand over my mouth. “I’m staying with you. You’re not doing this alone.” Thank god for friends. Now for the hard part.
 
    
 
    
 
        The apartment is dark when I open the door. This always seems to happen when I come home, usually after a fucked up argument. As usual there is only a tiny sliver of light coming from beneath the door that leads to the living room. Marie gives me a shove, I stumble into the door and with a trembling hand I grasp the cool metal of the handle and push it open.
 
       “Oh thank god,” James says and jumps up from the couch. Déjà vu. “I should never have left you like that.” He comes over and wraps his arms around me. “We need to talk.” Marie doesn’t follow me in. She’s giving us our privacy, I’m thankful for that. 
 
        “There’s nothing to talk about,” I slowly pull away. “I’m going to go pack a bag. I’ll send someone to collect the rest of my things soon.”
 
        He blinks and takes a shuddering breath, “You’re actually leaving? That wasn’t all heat of the moment was it?”
 
        No unfortunately not. I shake my head and give him a weak smile, “No. I’m going to my dad’s.” I walk back into the hall and switch on the light before entering my bedroom and doing the same. James leans against the doorframe just watching with his hands tucked in his pockets and sad green eyes watching my every movement. I pull a suitcase out from the closet and flip it open on the bed. My eyes burn as I start to sort through my belongings, making sure to have at least two weeks’ worth of clothes. James remains where he is, his face a blank mask. 
 
        The packing doesn’t take long, even though I properly fold and organize everything. My heart is filled with hope, hope for a sudden sign telling me to stay, hope that all our troubles will vanish and it will just be me and James laid in bed feeling our baby kick and reading the god damn baby books. This doesn’t happen though. 
 
        When the sound of the zip closing comes to a final stop my shoulder’s sag. There’s no coming back from this. 
 
    
 
        “We could still…” he starts to say but stops. “I don’t want you to go,” his voice is breathy and low. My lower lip trembles as I swallow the lump in my throat. 
 
        “I don’t want to go either.”
 
        “Then don’t. Don’t leave.” He presses his forehead against mine, his minty breath fans across my face. “I love you. Don’t give up on us.”
 
        I hate to say this but, “I didn’t give up on us James. You did.” He staggers back a step as if I just punched him in the gut. I miss the heat of his body immediately. “It’s the harsh reality, you gave up on me when you took that bitch in your office and I gave up on you when I signed those papers.”
 
        I call for Marie, she rushes in and scoops up my bag. “Ready?” she asks a little breathlessly.
 
        There’s really no point in delaying the inevitable. I nod solemnly and follow her to the door. “Shit,” I forgot the baby books. I dash into James’ room and grab a couple about pregnancy and birth from his nightstand. “Is it ok if I take these?”
 
        His brow quirks up at the edge, “You’re actually going to use them?” “Yes.” “They’re yours. I can buy more. I’ve read them about twelve times anyway.” He scratches the back of his head and moves so I can exit his room. Marie opens the front door but I’m stopped by a warm hand on my shoulder. “Just give us a minute Marie.” She nods and steps into the hall, the door shuts behind her. 
 
    
 
        We both look at each other, the past couple of months since my return nothing clearly working through our minds. I was wrong to come here, I should have moved out in the first place. I remember when we first walked through the door and had that silent conversation. I think it’s ready to be said now.
 
        “I’m sorry,” we both say together and automatically reach for each other. I wrap my arms around his waist and bury my face in his chest. He wraps his arms around my shoulders and sighs deeply. A sigh that matches my own, one full of remorse and goodbye. He releases me and rather reluctantly before dropping to his knees. With quick hands he whips open my jacket and pushes my sweater up to my breasts. I watch with a pained heart and a quickened pulse as he places his hands on my bare stomach and plants a long lingering kiss above my belly button and another below. “Don’t take her away from me Maya. She needs me too.”
 
        I wipe away the stupid tear that is tickling my cheek and nod, “I wouldn’t do that.” Never in a million years. “I love you James.”
 
        He presses another kiss to my stomach before readjusting my clothing. Standing in front of me he cups my cheek with his large soft hand and kisses my lips. It’s only a peck, but it speaks so many emotions and words for us. And then I leave, and this time, I look back.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349451]Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
        I can’t do this, I can’t go back in here. Marie’s hand in mine gives me little comfort. My hand fists around the keys, keys I’ve not used in so damn long. I can’t do it.
 
        Marie takes the keys from my fist with a struggle and steps up to the door. She puts the key in the daunting lock that keeps getting further and further away, like one of those dodgy dreams where the corridor is never ending. Normally I hate my conscience speaking up, and my libido annoys the crap out of me but they’ve abandoned me too and I really don’t think I can do this. 
 
        She opens the door and removes the key before holding out her hand for me one more time. I wipe my sweaty palm on my jeans before putting it in hers. Nothing worse than holding someone’s sweaty hand. 
 
    
 
   You’re doing great.
 
    
 
        Oh thank god, I thought you’d vanished with my courage. Now it’s time to step inside. I kick the door shut behind me and slip off my coat. I’m assaulted by scents, the same scents that always filled this home, bleach and books. The weirdest combination but the most memorable. My father loved his books. I flick on the light and smile at the rows upon rows of books on shelves high up on the walls, just below the ceiling. 
 
        Marie catches me looking, “Your dad was a strange one.”
 
        I laugh and nod in agreement, “I always asked him why he didn’t just turn one of the spare rooms into a library. He always said and I quote,” I clear my throat and put on a deep voice. “Why confine such wonderful things to one room. You wouldn’t do it with an ornament or a picture. You put them out on show where they belong. So they can be found and read.” 
 
    
 
        Marie stays silent as I flick the light on and take in my surroundings. My heart skips as I stare down the hall, expecting to see my father come stomping in, shouting profanities at his nurse who just found his entire demeanor hilarious. The place has been dusted regularly and it smells and looks clean, that’s a hazard of having so many books, dust. There sure are a lot of dust particles in the air.
 
    
 
        “I’m ok,” I exhale a long slow breath and release Marie’s hand. She drops the keys on a desk by the door and hangs our coats up. “Memory lane tonight. Tomorrow we’ll start going through his things.”
 
        She nods in agreement but remains silent. Time to go forward. I step out of the long hall and into the living room. It’s not too bad in here, everything is in its place. No rush of emotions or sorrow or such. I feel along the back of the large brown leather sofa and smooth out the beige comforter that’s placed neatly over the back. My dad would fall asleep here, I’d come in and pull this same throw over him, kiss his head, fold his glasses and put them away and place his bookmark in the book that would no doubt be either on his face or chest and then place it back in its rightful spot on one of the many shelves he took it from. Then I’d switch off the fire, the TV and the light and head to my room. This became a regular routine until he got ill. Then, said routine, moved to his bedroom but I found myself doing it at all hours of the day rather than just at night.
 
        Right, the kitchen. Nope. Still nothing. The refrigerator is empty, same as the freezer which is to be expected really. I rinse a couple of glasses out and pour us both a water each. Marie gulps hers down, I cradle mine in my hands, using it as an excuse to stay right here, so I don’t have to venture further just yet. 
 
    
 
   Stay strong.
 
    
 
       My glass goes on the side as I get the courage to go that little bit further. To my own room. Marie grabs my bag and follows me in. Everything is exactly the same as it was in high school. I didn’t change it when I moved back home to help my dad. Obviously things got moved around a little but nothing important. 
 
        I drag my fingers across the top of my desk and open up my old laptop. Instantly a picture of me and my school friends pop up, I smile. I don’t even remember half of their names. 
 
        Sitting on my bed I look around, there’s a large board above my bed with hundreds of photos on it. Only two catch my eye. The first is a picture of me and my dad the day I graduated. Another is a picture of James and I, we’re at some boring barbecue function. I’d just turned nineteen, lost my virginity and was preparing to leave for Europe. 
 
    
 
        I remember James, the boy who had ignored me the past three years. Now his eyes were on me constantly, I remember flirting with him, playing with him, laughing with him. He rarely moved from my side, he had it bad after this very same barbecue. If someone had told me then, “Four years from now you’ll have married James and divorced him and be carrying his child.” I’d have sent them off in a cuckoo wagon and said bye, bye. Would have thrown them a party too. 
 
        Marie drops my bag on the floor with a thud and sits on my mint green and brown bed. I join her, still clasping the photos in my hands. “Do you think he’s angry at me for fucking it up?” I ask no one in particular.
 
        “No. Your dad never got angry at you Maya. He’ll understand.”
 
        I hope so. Hopping to my feet I place the photos back on the board and exit my bedroom. “I’ll just be a minute.”
 
        She nods and squeezes my hand before flopping backwards over my bed and searching through my nightstand drawers. Crazy girl. Now for the hard part. 
 
    
 
        I decide to rip the band aid off and just push it open. Now I wish I hadn’t. I’m standing in the exact room where my father died. The medical bed that he died in is gone and replaced with his normal king-size, similar to the one in my own room.  He’s everywhere in here, everything is still in its place as it always has been. I… I can feel him. My eyes burn as I sit on the side of his empty bed. He’s not coming back.
 
        I pad into his bathroom and grab his usual aftershave from the counter. It’s probably weird but I need to do it, I spray it on his bed, on his curtains, on the front of my top. This room isn’t the same without his scent drifting through, like cinnamon and spice. My favorite scent in the world. With a shuddering breath I climb onto his bed and wrap my body around his pillow. 
 
    
 
        “I miss you,” I whisper into the dark room and the tears flow. The largest, heaviest most painful tears I’ve ever cried. Tears for the times my dad kissed my scraped knees and attempted to put my hair in pigtails. Sobs for the times he would pat the couch and I’d curl into him as he’d read the newspaper. I was never interested in the news, I just liked him to read it to me. Heaves for the times when he would laugh off my crazy shit and make me pancakes. Convulses for the times he’d call me and beg me to come home and see him. Of course I was too busy until he got ill. Always at some stupid party or having some adventure. My weekly visits turned into monthly by the time I was twenty. It got to the point where he’d beg me to come home and see him. At that point I’d cave because in all honesty, I loved my dad, I loved spending time with him. 
 
        My hand tingles, I’m not going to say that my dad is holding my hand. Because he’s not. But I’d like to think that he is, I’d like to think that wherever he’s spending his days he’s taken five minutes to come down and sit with me whilst I mourn, god knows I need the strength. “I love you daddy,” I sob quietly and squeeze his pillow tighter to me. “So much.” And then sleep claims me. 
 
    
 
        I awaken on my dad’s bed, my shoes are gone and the blanket is pulled over me. Marie must have tucked me in when I cried myself to sleep. I hate crying, my eyes are puffy, my face sticky and swollen and my throat hurts along with a headache from hell. There’s banging coming from the kitchen and the smell of bacon instantly makes my mouth water. 
 
        After washing my face and brushing my teeth I pad into kitchen and smile at Marie who is serving up breakfast onto plates.
 
        “I ordered from the restaurant down the road,” she shrugs and motions to the empty take out cartons. “Hope you don’t mind.”
 
        “This is perfect,” and it really is. We sit and eat in silence for a moment. I’m scared to say my decisions out loud but they need to be said. “I want to turn my dad’s room into the nursery.”
 
        Marie stops eating and stares at me open mouthed, “Are… are you sure? I mean…”
 
        “It’s the right thing to do. He’d want it this way. I want to change this whole place. Apart from the layout of the books.”
 
        “Yeah, they do look rather good actually. Are you sure you’re not making this decision based on your messed up emotions?”
 
        I shake my head and look around, “I’ve got an entire lifetime of memories with my dad here. He’d have wanted it this way. I want the baby as close to my dad as possible but I don’t want this place to be like a…” What’s the word? 
 
        “Tribute to him? A sort of shrine?”
 
         Exactly, “Yeah.”
 
         “Do you want me to get Margie to call your interior designer?” She taps her phone. 
 
         “No, I want to do this. Sophie will understand.” Sophie is my interior designer and Margie is my PA who I’ve barely seen since returning. Oliver has her busy. 
 
        Marie stifles her laughter in her hand, “Please. You’ve never even painted your own nails! How are you going to do an entire apartment with fourteen foot high ceilings?”
 
        I shrug and wave my own phone at her, “YouTube obviously.”
 
        “Great, I’m going to be covered in paint for the next… god knows how long aren’t I?” she sighs but I can see she’s not really fussed about it. “I’m happy to help.”
 
    
 
          Marie runs out after breakfast to get some boxes and garbage bags, something to drink and oh yeah, Summer is coming too. I switch on the stereo in the living room. My dad’s second passion in life was music. He’d buy hundreds of Albums then burn his favorite songs from each album to a blank disk. I remember asking him why he didn’t just used ITunes.
 
        “Because then how will I learn if I like another of their songs from their album?” To which I responded, “YouTube.” He just sighed and told me I just didn’t get it. Which I didn’t and I still don’t. I remember he told me how he used to sit with his cassette player and a blank tape with his finger and thumb over the play and record functions. As soon as a song came on the radio he’d click and wait. 
 
    
 
        “Hey,” Marie calls and I hear two sets of footsteps plod down the hall. “The snow is really coming down out there.”
 
        Summer rushes over to give me a tight hug and fondle my pudgy. “I think we should build a snowman later.”
 
        I nod in agreement, anything fun to help cheer me up would be great. “If you guys could go through the spare rooms, the dining room etc. Any photo albums and such please keep. Anything that looks like a travel souvenir or whatever.” 
 
       “Don’t worry, we got it,” Summer smiles and gives my belly another pat before rushing over to Marie. “Your dad sure has a lot of music.”
 
        “I’m only keeping the mixed albums that he did himself. The rest are going to charity.” It’s going to be hard parting with them but I won’t listen to them. 
 
        “I’ll help you with that then. We’ll do a set of boxes for charity and the rest for keeping then once we’ve emptied this entire place out we can put them all back in new places,” Summer gets a wistful look in her eyes. “I do love spring cleaning.”
 
        “It’s winter.” Marie snorts and places three glasses of Coke on the table. “Not spring.”
 
        “Same difference. Right, let’s get started.”
 
    
 
        We box up the – I’d say hundreds but I’m pretty sure we’re in the millions – of CD’s. Once that’s done we scrub the empty shelves that surround the sound system and move on. I hope I’m right about this. I really hope my dad isn’t up there making some sort of deal to have me punished for this. Suffered enough pops. Just laying that out there.
 
        “She’s staring at the ceiling again,” I hear Summer whisper to Marie. They start snickering. 
 
        “I wonder if she’s just figured out why it doesn’t rain inside,” Marie adds. Oh, yeah, real funny… not. 
 
    
 
   It is a little funny.
 
    
 
        Summer starts hissing her laugh, it’s a little comical. “No, she’s trying to look at her scalp.”
 
        More hiss laughter. I lower my head and glower at them both which only makes them cackle and scamper from within punching distance. 
 
    
 
        “James has text you,” Summer announces and throws me my phone. I unlock it and press the message icon.
 
    
 
   James: Appointment with the doctor the first week of New Year. He wants to take some blood tests and perform another scan. Thursday 1:00pm. 
 
    
 
   Maya: That’s great. Is he our actual doctor until birth then?
 
    
 
   James: Yeah. My mom recommended him, you told me to pick. Can I come?
 
    
 
        I don’t respond, James is on the to-deal-with-later list. Thinking about him right now when I have this to do doesn’t sound like a good idea. 
 
        “Hey guys, don’t you think stretching in the morning is almost better than sex?” Summer randomly announces as we take a quick break. This break includes cartons of kebabs and other bad for you foods. Mm. 
 
        “Umm… It’s a close second, that and scratching your back,” I put in. They both hum in agreement. “I miss sex.”
 
        “Me too,” Marie sighs. “It’s been five days.”
 
        “I’ve had it three times in the past five months.”
 
        “I had it last night,” Summer grins wickedly. “Got to love multiple orgasms.”
 
    
 
        “Ok, I think this conversation is better left for another time,” Marie cackles and wraps her arms around my shoulders, her chin rests next to my head. “Let’s get started on your room next.”
 
    
 
        The living room is completely empty of all ornaments, photos, (the photos were the hardest part) and anything else that is small and not attached to anything important. It looks so naked. Fortunately the books are still on their strangely placed shelves which actually suits the place really well. 
 
        “We’ll do all the dusting and cleaning when we’ve done every room. Doesn’t make sense to do it now when it’ll just transfer from the other rooms whilst we’re sorting anyway.” Summer skips around the table and picks up another stack of boxes. Marie makes sure they’re all correctly marked before following us into my room. “Oh my god. Your room is awesome!” It even has a vending machine in the corner that needs refilling. That certainly adds to the awesomeness. 
 
    
 
    
 
   James: I’ll take that as a no.
 
    
 
   Maya: Hold your horses, I was busy. Yes you can come.
 
    
 
   James: Are you sure?
 
    
 
   Maya: I want you there.
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
        “Have you guys heard this?” I scoff and slam pregnancy book number one on the breakfast bar. “They should do a book that shows what I can do. That list would be shorter! But I’m allowed to jog because I was already a pretty frequent jogger.” 
 
        “I think that sports vest is a little small for you, don’t you think?” Marie suggests and points to my rounding belly. I stick out my lower lip and place both hands on my pudgy which is now a noticeable bump. Noticeable to the point where it’s completely rounded. I can still see my feet.
 
    
 
   And your moo!
 
    
 
        “Good point,” I pull on one of my dad’s hooded sweaters on over it.
 
        “Do you really think you should jog in this weather?” Marie asks looking a bit concerned. Fuck, the snow. With another sigh I pull the sweater back off. “Good girl.” Whatever. “Let’s go build a snowman.” Sounds like a plan.
 
    
 
        We bulk up in sweaters, pants, jackets and gloves and scarfs before heading out into the snow. It’s only a few inches thick but the area is clear enough to accomplish this. They don’t throw snowballs as they’re too worried about hitting me in the stomach even though I’m padded enough to not feel it. They won’t even let me roll a ball if it’s higher than my shin. Ridiculous! Pregnancy sucks.
 
    
 
        I stand in front of our six foot tall snowman as large flakes of white flutter around us. Marie wraps a red scarf around its neck as Summer works the carrot into the middle of its face. I give it a penis. Dildos aren’t only good for sex you know.
 
        The girls howl when they see what I’ve done. We take it in turns taking pictures and even ask a passerby to take one of the three of us before snatching the dildo and scarf and heading inside. 
 
        “Where are we spending Christmas this year?” Marie asks me. She has family but the family she has aren’t in contact with each other. It’s sad. 
 
        “You should both come to mine!” Summer claps her hands like a child. “It’ll be fun.” 
 
        Marie and I shrug, it doesn’t matter either way. “Guess we need to get more presents.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        We wake up early and finish the house. It really didn’t take as long as I thought it would. At present there are men from a local charity carting boxes of my donated items to a van. Summer is sorting through color cards so we can decide on the paints whilst Marie calls around places that take donated furniture. I’m getting rid of everything but the furniture in my dad’s room which is going in mine because it’s been in the family for a long time. Everything else that isn’t attached to the walls and floor is going. This is going to be a new home, a new life, a new start. Half of the stuff I’m getting rid of Marie wants. 
 
        I get the fact she’s full of pride and wants to buy things herself but I wish she’d let me help her. She has a decent job that pays well but her hours are erratic and shit. Some weeks she doesn’t get work at all and I know she uses those weeks to visit her friends rather than live on ramen noodles. I have to respect the woman though, she’s adamant that she can make it on her own and she has and will. I guess part of me just wants to give her a head start in life. She doesn’t need to struggle because she already has me. I’m just grateful she didn’t object to taking my car. Although I think that’s mainly because she’s adamant that she’s stolen it rather than me gifting it to her. I won’t correct her on that. Besides, she uses it to chauffeur me around whenever I need. Bless her.
 
    
 
        “I like the deep red for the room. With this cream color. The red can go around the fireplace. What do you think?” They both nod in agreement. 
 
    
 
        Once we decided on our colors we wrapped up warm and headed to the closest DIY store. So many paintbrushes. So many paints. What happened to just red? There were about sixty different shades on one shelf alone and they all looked the same. Except one, that one was closer to Santa’s robe. You can tell that it was different. Not that it mattered, I just thought I’d point that out.
 
       So now we’re sat with sheets over everything in the living room. Trays by our feet full of paint. I opt to do the edging around the bottom and around the fireplace with a tiny brush because I cannot fathom a roller. Yeah I get how it works I just can’t do it without spitting paint everywhere.  
 
       We’ve almost finished the first coat of one wall when there’s a knock at the door. Marie hurries to get it and in strolls Lucas with a case of beer under one arm and a bag of junk food in the other. He smiles at us seductively and drawls, “Ladies.”
 
        “And why are you here?” I take in his paint covered coveralls. 
 
        He shrugs, “A little birdy told me you’d be decorating. I happen to know a thing or two about that. Being an ex-builder and such.”
 
        And with that, four friends get covering up the grey walls. Wow my back hurts. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349452]Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
        Lucas, with help from Marie and Summer manages to transfer the furniture from my dad’s room and into mine after another charity come and collect my own furniture. I step into my dad’s bare room and shudder. Please don’t hate me for this daddy. I figured you’d want to be as close as possible to your grandchild. 
 
       I’m about to turn and leave when I notice a tiny metal handle on the floor where my dad’s bed used to be. Strange. I’ve never noticed this before and the amount of times I’ve hidden under his bed is ridiculous. 
 
       The others are laughing and joking in my room as they straighten up the furniture. I drop to my knees and grip the handle. After taking a deep breath I lift it and find a tiny cubby space with a shoebox inside. It’s ratty and filthy with dust so thick it’s almost greasy, I wipe it down with my sleeve after pulling it out. 
 
        “What’s that?” Lucas asks and steps into the room.
 
        I shrug, “No idea.” Pulling open the lid I gasp. It’s full of photos, not just any photos. “It’s my mom.” I’ve never seen a picture of her before, the resemblance is uncanny. We both have the freaky violet eyes and the same nose and teeth. 
 
        I start flipping through them, there’s pictures of her and my dad dating back to graduation. Oh my god. There’s even some dirty ones with randy little messages on the back from my mom to my dad. 
 
        “Here,” Lucas says and hands me a small Polaroid. It’s a picture of me in my mom’s arms as a baby. The only picture of the two of us together. She looks tired and aggravated. She’s holding me a little carelessly, like she has to, rather than the fact she wants to. And then she left two days later. I touch my tiny face and feel my eyes burn. Why didn’t she want me? What did I ever do to her? “Hey. She’s not worth it.” He puts his arm around me and starts dumping the pictures back in the box. I drop them into the cubby hole and cover it with a brown rug. “Your dad loved you enough for the both of them.”
 
         I still can’t help but feel like a little home wrecker. My dad is so happy in those pictures, the way he looked at my mom with so much love. I ruined that for him. 
 
        “Your dad loved you Maya.” Lucas says softly and rubs my back. “Did he ever seem even a little unhappy to you? Because I’ve seen pictures of you both and he looked like the happiest man alive.”
 
        He’s right, my dad never seemed unhappy with me. I’m just sorry he had to make a choice. But isn’t that what parents are supposed to do? Choose their child? 
 
    
 
   Yep. They are. And your father chose the right person. 
 
    
 
        Yeah. He did. I’d make the same choice he made if forced to choose. My mom clearly didn’t love him enough to choose him and he deserved better. It’s a shame he never remarried. Although I was a daddy’s girl and whenever he brought another woman home I’d be awful to her. 
 
        There was this one time I filled this woman’s purse with worms, and the next one I filled her bag with spiders. Then there was the cream cake incident where I waited for her to start to sit before putting a cream cake under her ass. Oh, and my personal favorite, the one where I told a different female who I really hated that my dad usually took men to bed with him and I was shocked he was having a girl sleep over for the first time ever. We didn’t see her again.
 
        My dad found them mostly funny and told me I’d always be his number one girl. After that I grew up, he started going out with his dates rather than introducing them to me, but when he did I was polite to them and kind to them. There was no reason for me to dislike them, I’d already become a teenager and found my own friends and started staying out more and going out more. My dad wasn’t my best friend anymore. 
 
        “I see that light in your eyes,” Lucas grins and nudges me. “You’re going to be fine.”
 
        I want to ask him about James, ask him if he’s seen him and ask him if he’s ok, but I don’t. I have no right know anything about him at this current point in time.
 
    
 
        We head out the next day, just myself and Marie, as Summer and Lucas are both back to work. Our outing is for the sole purpose of stocking up for the invader. So far we’ve chosen a nursery set, extremely similar to the one James owns, I don’t want to confuse the little gnome when she starts moving back and forth between houses. I stick with beige and browns as my father’s room is that color already. 
 
        We get help from a really nice elderly lady who works in store. She tells us what we’ll need, how much of it we’ll need what sizes, what styles and by the time we leave we’ve spent more money than I spent on my last car. Which was a lot. 
 
        The clothes freak me out because of how tiny they are, how can something be so small? It’s ridiculous. We stock up on clothes. She probably has more than me now thanks to Marie. Who knew Marie could coo so much over little baby clothes? She’s more anti-child than I am. Maybe I don’t know her as well as I thought. This saddens me.
 
        We head to a little diner for lunch, I polish off two burgers and shakes and the remainder of Marie’s cheesy fries. It’s safe to say she’s impressed. Now home time to finish painting. Things are really starting to look up.
 
    
 
   James: Where are you spending Christmas?
 
    
 
   Maya: Summer’s. With her, Chris and her family.
 
    
 
        He doesn’t respond. I don’t blame him. 
 
    
 
    
 
       I didn’t head to couples therapy on Wednesday, seeing as we aren’t a couple and we pretty much have everything resolved where the baby’s concerned. James and I haven’t spoken since last Monday, which makes it a full week now. Not since that text about Christmas. Marie has taken up residence in the spare room and it’s safe to say the house is almost finished and I’m extremely proud of myself. The painting is actually really decent and I’m happy with the colors.
 
        Work is running smooth, with Oliver on the scene and James’ new guy I barely have to do anything. Marie hasn’t received much work and when she has she’s been back within three hours. 
 
        I can’t say I’m on the path to getting back Maya but I can honestly admit that I’m finally healing. Even if I do cry myself to sleep most nights and flick through pictures on my phone of James. I’ve even placed my phone next to my head with his picture on the screen so I could fall to sleep looking at him. I’m now officially one of those girls that are knee deep in sickening love. The girl I promised myself I’d never be but in all honesty I wouldn’t change it for the world. Even though I’m hurting now, I’ve never felt more alive than I did when I was with James. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        Summer’s family are great, Christmas was great, and the food was great. The presents were awesome. Marie got me one of those kiddie chemistry sets. I can now make tiny crystals out of non-dangerous substances. Summer got me some posters of my favorite actors and singers. I love these. Definitely going on my bedroom wall.
 
        I wish I could go into more detail about Christmas but in all honesty I felt empty and hollow all day. Even when the kids started a food fight, I laughed, I smiled but inside I felt nothing. Will I ever feel again? Each day is passing me by. Each day I’m constantly doing something, be it cleaning or decorating or organizing. I got my baby equipment orders delivered to mine a few days ago and I spent two days sorting through all of that. Lucas set up the furniture whilst I played with Amelia. I sent their presents back with Lucas. Including James’ gift. I hope he likes it, I bought it before we broke up so I wasn’t sure whether to give it to him or not.
 
        I’m now officially twenty six weeks pregnant and shitting it. The invader is constantly active although I have yet to see her move. Not looking forward to that day. 
 
    
 
    It’s Boxing Day and Marie has gone home, everything is finished so she felt I could handle it from here. My phone alerts me to a text. I scramble for it, praying that it’s James, I miss him so much but I daren’t call him for fear of rejection. 
 
    
 
   It’s Lucas.
 
    
 
   Lucas: James told me to thank you for his gifts. Especially the matching bibs for him and baby. They were awesome! Where’s mine? Thank you for Amelia’s toys and my cellphone. You’re awesome. We miss you. I’ll come see you tomorrow.
 
    
 
        James didn’t mention the special gift I got him? I can understand why. I got him a new wedding band, one that I picked out myself with our names engraved on the underside of the band. I knew I shouldn’t have given it to him. It wasn’t me saying we should get remarried it was a declaration of love. Unlike our marriage which was supposed to be a partnership.
 
    
 
   Maya: Great stuff! I’m glad you enjoyed xx I miss you too. Can’t wait to see you both! Tell Amelia to pack an overnight bag. I want her tomorrow. Before sinus blocker steals her.
 
    
 
   Lucas: I’ll stay too. Be nice for a change of scenery and I really want to watch Vampire Diaries with you again… that was soooooo much fun. ;) 
 
    
 
        At least I have something to look forward to. Which reminds me, I spoke to Jacob last week. He’s trying to make it down for New Year’s Eve. I pray he can make it. I miss him like crazy. 
 
        “Auntie Maya!” I wrap my arms around the little girl and smother her face with kisses. “Daddy say we staying tonight.”
 
        “That you are, we’re going to eat candy and pizza and watch movies until bed time!” 
 
        Lucas steps forward and wraps me in a tight hug, “Christ you’re getting big Maya.”
 
        “That’s not funny.”
 
        “Any stretch marks yet?” he chuckles and follows me into the room. My bump is about the same size of what someone at five months should be. I’m glad. “Marie told me you read the baby books.”
 
        “Fat load of good they did me.” 
 
        He sits on the new couch and switches on the TV. I use this moment to order pizza and make drinks. Amelia sits on my lap telling me all about her new toys and her new games. I listen intently, loving the way her little face gets all expressive and excited.
 
        “You found out you were pregnant on Halloween didn’t you?” Lucas suddenly blurts. 
 
        “Yeah, I’m never going to look at that holiday the same way again.”
 
        He laughs. “That sucks. Did you have any plans?”
 
        “Just a quiet night in with Jacob. We couldn’t be assed with the whole dressing up thing plus he had work the next morning. What did you guys do?”
 
        “I was a witch,” Amelia grins and jumps from my lap. “And my daddy was a zombie. Uncle James couldn’t come. But daddy sent him picture and he say I look pretty.”
 
    
 
        Another reason I regret leaving for LA, because I walked out on Amelia and she didn’t deserve that. 
 
    
 
        I bath Amelia and put her to bed in the spare room that Marie had taken up residence in. Hell if I don’t miss Marie. She’s a great girl but a free one. I think she’s moved apartments four times this past year, she hates being in one place for too long. 
 
        Lucas is sprawled out on the couch with a bowl of popcorn resting on his belly. I sit by his feet and grab a handful. We fall into a comfortable silence whilst watching the movie.
 
        Then suddenly, “He misses you.”
 
        Here we go. “I miss him too.”
 
        “He’s always asking about you. Asking if you’re asking about him.” Typical James. “He cried about the ring.”
 
        Of course he did. I cried, and if I cried then he definitely did. “I don’t want to talk about him Lucas. I’m finally finding myself again.”
 
        “Ok,” he pulls me down to lay with him and rests his hand on my stomach. Bump. “Call him.”
 
        “I see him in a couple of weeks.”
 
        “He misses his baby too.” Even though they’ve never met. “He’s missing out on all the joys of watching you grow and you are growing fast. Imagine how devastated he’ll be when he sees you in two weeks. Is it your six month check?”
 
        I nod, “Yeah, it is and ok I’ll think about it. I just don’t think it’s a good idea right now. Everything’s too new. You don’t take the stitches out of a still healing wound.”
 
        “So when’s Jacob coming?”
 
        “Hopefully within the next few days.” I grin with excitement. “I miss him. He’s a great guy.”
 
        “Maybe he’ll be able to reawaken that Maya spark that seems to have fizzled out.” I pray for this to be the case. I miss my quirky sense of humor. Hell, I even miss my libido.
 
    
 
   Right here. Have you not noticed there’s a man’s body pressed up behind you?
 
    
 
        Ok, maybe not so much my libido. Why can’t I shut off that side of myself? I swear my vibrator sees my cunny more than the toilet does these days. 
 
        “So, something we’ve never spoken about yet,” I say with a smirk. “What exactly happened on thanksgiving? The next morning to be exact?”
 
        I feel him tense and then his warm breath on my neck as he sighs, “That was me being a male prick.”
 
       “Well you certainly had a male prick that’s for sure.”
 
        “Not funny, James still hasn’t forgiven me for that.”
 
        I giggle and pat his thigh with my hand, “It was hilarious. If I’d have known the three of us were going to be sharing a bed I may have taken advantage of that situation.”
 
        “Shut up,” he buries his face in my hair as his body shakes with laughter. “It’s so embarrassing. I saw your posters by the way. Care to elaborate?”
 
        Oops. I didn’t realize Lucas had seen them too, “It was just a joke. I went too far.”
 
        “I thought it was funny.” So did I. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349453]Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
        “AHHHHHH!” I scream and jump onto the sexiest movie star I’d ever care to know. He catches me with ease, despite my extra weight and hugs me back. “God dammit, Jacob Stone. You look absolutely dashing.” I appraise him in light blue jeans with a white button up that is literally straining against his toned upper body.
 
         He holds me at arm’s length and quirks a brow when he sees my pudgy, “Looking good Johnson. Looking good.”
 
        I link my arm through his, “Looking fat more like. I can’t believe you made it. Amelia is going to be thrilled.”
 
        I love how things work out sometimes, especially this particular time when Amelia starts screaming when she sees him and jumps at him pretty much the same way I just did. He leads us back into the room and we sit down. I can’t believe he’s actually made it. On New Year’s Eve of all nights.
 
        “Where’s Lucas?” 
 
        I shrug, “Out for New Year’s Eve with the rest of them. I said I’d babysit. You should go out with your friends.”
 
        “Fuck that,” he laughs whilst shaking his head. “I did that last year, couldn’t even make it through a door without being mugged! Seriously. I was surrounded, they took my phone, my wallet and even my car keys. Vultures.”
 
        I do not envy his life at all. “Well we were going to listen to some music, dance, eat, play, and order lots of food.” Bump. “She says hi.”
 
        “She?” he starts looking around. Oh my god, I never told him about the sonogram. 
 
        “We went for a three D or four D scan and turns out she’s a girl.” I grin broadly. “I was so relieved.”
 
        He pats my belly and rolls his eyes, “I told you it’d all turn out ok. I’m still routing for you and James though.”
 
        “So is everybody, it’s over Jacob. Completely, one hundred percent over.”
 
        “For now.”
 
    
 
        Jacob’s face goes shockingly serious for a moment, what’s up with him? “So I was just wondering. When the baby’s born…” Go on… “Can I like, use her to pick up chicks.” 
 
       I burst out laughing, “You have a problem picking up chicks?”
 
       “Not in particular but you tend to attract the more sensitive types with a baby.”
 
       “You sound like you’ve tried this.” My hands go to my hips and my foot taps. My body is saying, tell me now or I will bite you. 
 
       “My character did it in my last movie.” He winks at me. “Works like a charm.”
 
       “You’re incorrigible. Oh, look what I have,” I rush into my bedroom and return with his presents. He, he. “You’re going to love them so much.”
 
    
 
        He smiles and cracks his knuckles before tearing through the paper, he loves his tops. Now for the moment of truth. “Umm… this is… great,” he holds up the neon green wrist watch and cringes a little.
 
        “It’s great isn’t it, aren’t you going to put it on,” this is priceless. 
 
        For a superstar actor he’s not hiding his terror and disgust very well. “Of course,” he whips his rather expensive watch off and replaces it with the bright green one. He looks like he wants to cry, I knew he’d be too polite to turn it down. “Hmm… it’s different.”
 
        “Oh my god, you so have to wear it always. Look, I even got it inscribed on the underside,” He takes it off again and flips it open. His eyes close for a moment before he replaces it on his wrist. “See, I knew you’d love it.”The inscription reads:Maya & Jacob 4ever friends. Personally, I think it’s stunning. Not.
 
        “Yeah,” his voice is barely above a whisper. “I’m speechless.”
 
        He, he. I wonder if he’ll wear it whenever he comes down. Or will he stop coming down so he doesn’t have to. That would suck. 
 
    
 
    
 
       We do the count down, Amelia is fast off by this point. She gave it a good try. Happy New Year.
 
    
 
        We stay in the next day. Lucas came to collect Amelia at lunch time, he looked hung over to fuck. No sympathy whatsoever. Although maybe shouting everything I said and banging pots together wasn’t the nicest of things to do. Jacob thought it was funny though. Lucas promised to come see me soon, seeing as I haven’t seen him since Boxing Day was it? Or the day after. 
 
        I’m starting to think everyone has forgotten my birthday. Nobodies mentioned it, just Marie who’s coming round for obvious reasons and is bringing Summer with her.
 
        It’s in two days. 
 
    
 
   James: Do you want me to pick you up for the doctors on Thursday?
 
    
 
       Oh my god. He’s texted me! It’s very formal though.
 
    
 
   Stop fussing. Reply. 
 
    
 
   Maya: Marie is taking me. I’ll meet you there? 
 
    
 
   James: I was hoping to take you out for lunch first? I’d like to check on your progress.
 
    
 
         What do I say to that? I’ve already made plans. I want to see him. Dammit I want to kiss him and touch him and lose myself in that intoxicating scent but I can’t. Not yet. My phone rings, it’s Marie, I’ll ask her for advice.
 
        “James just texted me and asked me to cancel with you so he could take you to lunch,” she starts cackling. “I told him off.”
 
        “What an ass,” I sigh and drop onto the couch. “Don’t cancel. I’ll see you Thursday.”
 
        “I need to talk to you too. It’s kind of important.”
 
        “Sure, what’s up?”
 
        She pauses for a moment, “I’ll tell you Thursday.”
 
        Beep. She hung up. Huh. I wonder what that’s all about.
 
    
 
   Maya: I’ve made plans. I’ll see you at our appointment.
 
    
 
   James: Fine. Forget I asked. Shut me out.
 
    
 
        Why doesn’t he understand? I’m not shutting him out. I’m just taking a breather. Isn’t that ok for me to do? He’s too damn sensitive sometimes. It’s not like he offered a different day instead. 
 
    
 
   Tell him that then.
 
    
 
   Don’t be ridiculous, I’m not telling him shit, he can figure it out on his own. The sulky ass.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “Birthday breakfast for the birthday girl,” Jacob grins and places a full plate of my favorite foods in front of me. Then he slides over a wrapped box. “It’s a joint Christmas present seeing as I left your Christmas gift back in LA.”
 
        I squeal and rip the pink foil paper off. It’s a necklace, a stunning necklace at that. With a gorgeous deep gold garnet set in the center of a gorgeous gold net hanging from a thin gold chain. It’s unusual, it’s perfect. I love it. I instantly put it on. “Thank you. This is my birthstone right?”
 
        “Yeah, the garnet is for January. I’m glad you like it.”
 
        “That’s an understatement. I’ll never take it off,” I eye his bare wrist. “Where’s my watch?”
 
        “I took a shower, I took it off.”
 
        Narrowing my eyes I dig into my food. “Its water proof you know.”
 
        “Oh.”
 
        “And it has a compass on it if you lift the face. Bet you didn’t know that. The little arrow glows in the dark.”
 
        “The entire watch glows in the dark.” Yes, yes it does. Muhaha. 
 
    
 
        Marie comes round, followed by Lucas and Summer and of course little Amelia. She’s my favorite person of the day, Amelia I mean. Mainly because she not only burst into my home and started singing happy birthday but because she also told me I’m the most beautiful fat lady she’s ever seen. That made me howl. 
 
        “Happy birthday,” Lucas says, still laughing at his daughter. Of course he chastised her, even though I told him not too. Bump. Ouch, that was a hard one. “It’s not much, I really didn’t know what to get you.” Then he turns to Jacob. “Umm… nice watch.”
 
        “Maya got me it.”
 
        “You know my motto, what do you buy for somebody who has everything they want?” I wink at Jacob. “Something you know they’ll hate.” His mouth drops open. Cue Marie and Summer cackling. 
 
        I ignore his curses and the tossing of the hideous watch and rip open my gift. It’s a gorgeous wooden frame with beautiful carvings of flowers and leaves wrapping around the edges. The picture is of me holding Amelia, my nose is against hers, her face is scrunched up and her eyes are smiling. I’m beaming at her. This was taken a few weeks ago. I remember the outfit I’m wearing, I just don’t remember Jacob taking the picture. My eyes burn, it’s perfect. 
 
        “I love it,” I say and show a bouncing Amelia. “Go put it on my nightstand.” She rushes off into my room. Marie thrusts a wrapped box into my hand, “Open it now while the kid’s out of the room.”
 
        Giddy like a child I rip open the wrapping paper and find a clear box holding a brand new gold vibrator. 
 
        “It’s from both of us, we saw the outdated one you shoved on the snowman and figured you’d need a new one,” Summer giggles a little. My face heats. I quickly hide it behind my back but the damage is done. Jacob and Lucas both saw and are finding it pretty darn amusing. Then Amelia comes back through, I throw the box behind the couch, still red faced with embarrassment and glare at my cackling friends. Fucking witches. “It’s silent too.”
 
        “So she could be… tonight and I wouldn’t know?” Jacob’s mouth drops open. I’m about to say I wouldn’t do it with him in the house when he suddenly says, “That’s so unfair! Why do they make such contraptions?”
 
        Cue Lucas and Marie cackling. I slap him round the head, Summer tells Amelia a joke so she doesn’t feel left out. Good idea. 
 
    
 
        “What do you want to do for the day?” Jacob throws his arm around my shoulders and smiles down at me. “Anything you want. We’re at your disposal.”
 
        Clearly I pick everything I’m not allowed to do before giving in. Can’t go ice skating, can’t go Go-karting, can’t go paintballing or even to laser quest. I’m banned from the only decent movie theatre in this damn city. I can’t do anything remotely interesting. I’m this close to stomping to my room and going back to bed, instead we watch a movie. Snore. Then we went for lunch, that wasn’t so bad. The food was really bad though. Lucas’ burger was under cooked. Then we had to run because Jacob caught the eyes of one fan and soon we were swarmed. That part was also fun because Marie slipped on her ass and into a slushy puddle. So we went to hers so she could get changed. 
 
        Now I’m sat on the couch whilst they all drink themselves stupid.
 
    
 
   James: Happy birthday
 
    
 
        That’s it? Happy birthday? No smiley face or kiss or… I’m not even going to think about it. It’s not worth it. Even though it sure brings my mood down a notch. He may as well have not sent anything at all. 
 
        “Come on Amelia,” I say to the almost sleeping girl. “Let’s get you to bed.” Feeling a little tender I put on my pajamas and slide into my bed beside her. She snuggles right up to my chest, I fall asleep with my arms wrapped around her and I don’t even think the others have noticed me gone, not that I mind, I hate my birthday’s anyway. They are more fun when you can drink and do normal human things. As I’ve said before, being pregnant sucks, but now I have no doubts it’ll be worth every second.
 
    
 
   Finally! Hallelujah! The skies have opened, hell has frozen over! 
 
    
 
        Shut it. I’m sleeping.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        They didn’t mind that I vanished, I woke up the next day with them all crashed in my spare rooms and living rooms. Amelia and I made as much noise as possible. That was fun. It reminds me of when I was little and my nanny used to tell me to go jump on my dad whilst he was sleeping. I’d bounce and bounce and bounce on his back until he flipped over and started tickling me to the point of peeing. After a while he just started trapping me to his chest or to the bed with his legs until he properly woke. I wizened up after that and stopped doing it.
 
        I’m going to see James today, I can’t believe it. I’m so nervous. Marie and Jacob are coming along. Jacob because he wants to see a sonogram as apparently it has always interested him and Marie because she needs to talk to me but has said we’ll talk after the scan. 
 
        “Oh dear god,” Marie hisses, the three of us look up at once. 
 
    
 
   Hello baby!
 
    
 
        Wow, I think I just creamed a little. That’s so vulgar but seriously. My new doctor is hot. Oh, he’s going to distract me that’s for sure. I watch him brush his fingers through his thick shoulder length locks of brilliant gold. Then his grey eyes meet mine, glance down to my stomach and back up again.
 
    
 
   I want… no need to taste him. Really. Please?
 
    
 
        “You must be Maya,” he says. I bite back a groan and nod slowly, he has the voice of the gods. “I’m Doctor Jones.” Oh hell no. 
 
        “That’s really unfortunate,” I blurt.
 
    
 
   Smooth. Real smooth. Let’s upset the doctor that will be delivering our baby.
 
    
 
   HAHAHAHAHA!
 
    
 
        Marie covers her face and starts laughing her ass off. Jacob clears his throat and shifts, he’s about to laugh. I face palm. “I’m so damn sorry.”
 
        Fortunately he just laughs with my idiots. “It’s fine. You’re saying what everyone else is thinking.” 
 
        “I’m Maya Johnson.”
 
        He furrows his brow and glances at the receptionist, “We were booked for a Maya Freeman.”
 
        Of course he was, “That’s my previous last name.”
 
        “Hi, sorry I’m late,” James walks in and pats the snow from his shoulders. It must be coming down again. He shakes the doctor’s hand. Nice, he has finally gotten a haircut, it’s only a few inches long and all tussled and sexy and it looks really good. “I’m James Freeman. Maya’s husband.” Pee on my leg why don’t you James? Would you like me to roll in it too?
 
        “How old is this guy?” Marie whispers and motions to the doc who’s currently in conversation with James. “He can’t be older than thirty five.”
 
        “Oh my Lord. He’s fine.” Age is but a number, especially in this case. My ‘husband’ and the doctor turn towards me. I notice James scowl a little at Jacob but he says nothing, too right he doesn’t. When his green eyes meet mine my heart stops. Wow, I’ve missed him. The intense look he gives me tells me he feels the same. I blink myself out of my stupor and hop up to shake the doctor’s hand. 
 
        “Come on then, let’s get you in.” Doctor Jones… I can’t help it that’s so funny. I’m just going to refer to him as DJ. Yuck, now that song is stuck in my head. It’s so irritating. 
 
        I follow him into his office, he leads us straight through to a brightly lit room that stinks of sterile. Is that even a scent? It is now. I just named it. I hop up onto the bed and remove my jacket and sweater, revealing a think white vest. James and Jacob both go for them at the same time. Jacob wins. James does not look happy. 
 
        The doctor picks up on the tension between the two men and speeds things along. “How has mommy been? Suffering with any bad back ache or sickness?”
 
        “Nope, not even heartburn anymore. My back’s fine unless I’ve been on my feet for a while.”
 
        He pulls out a white tape measure, “I’m just going to measure you. You’re looking a little small for twenty eight weeks. Could you please lift your vest to the top of your stomach?”
 
        I roll up my vest and lay back on the bed. Oh my god, this guy is going to be staring at my noonie in a few months. My life sucks. 
 
        His cool hands touch my stomach as he measures me from my pelvic bone to the top of my womb. “You’re measuring at six centimeters below what I’d like you to be.” Come again? “I’ll take your blood then we’ll do the scan. Make sure she’s growing ok in there.”
 
        My heart stops, literally stops. What have I done wrong? Is she ok? What does that even mean? James takes my hand and his smile has also vanished. Marie starts chewing on her nails and Jacob leans forward on his elbows. The tension and fear between us all is so thick I can practically feel it on my skin. 
 
        “Don’t worry, I’m sure she’s fine,” DJ smiles reassuringly but it doesn’t placate any of us. “Sharp scratch.” Yuck, I hate blood tests. We wait as he marks and places the blood tests onto his tray and then proceeds to wheel the machine over. After hitting the lights off he squirts warm gel onto my stomach and begins. Tap, tap, tap. He takes ten minutes, ten whole minutes measuring and tapping away. Each second my eyes burn a little more. There’s something wrong with her isn’t there. I’ve failed to even carry her properly. I’ve been taking my tablets I swear. I don’t realize how hard I’m squeezing James’ hand until I feel him try to wriggle his fingers. Before I can remove it he places his other hand on top of mine and brings it to his lips. “She’s fine, she’s approximately two pounds and nine ounces. A healthy weight for this stage, her heart beat is fabulous.” We all sigh with relief, a collection of groans can be heard and the chewing of the nails stop. “Listen.” A tiny thumping sound fills the silence, it’s fast a little erratic. “A perfect heartbeat.” Thump, thump, thump, thump. 
 
        James laughs a little and kisses my temple, “Thank god. Can we see her now?”
 
    
 
        If I thought the baby was developed before, I was wrong. This right now, this tiny little angelic face… she’s beautiful. I’m almost certain she has my nose. Her face is larger and more pronounced than before. Wow. 
 
        “She’s a beauty,” DJ grins at us and moves the prong up a little further showing us her arms. “She’s grasping the cord, that’s good. Her legs are fine, very long. No problems whatsoever.” We sit and watch for a few more minutes before being given the DVD and some pictures. I wonder where Sinus blocker is. I half expected her to be here today. “I want to see you again in three weeks for another scan. Just to be sure, but I’m positive she’s growing well. You’re just carrying small.”
 
        And my heart plummets again. “So, you’ll be there for the birth?” 
 
        He nods, “Of course.” He hands me a blue plastic bag, full of books. Yay, more books… “In there is a list for what you’ll need in your overnight bag.” My what? “And also a ledger so you can plan your birth. Choose the medication and such. If you bring that back next time I’ll make sure it’s revised so I know exactly what you want during the birth. Obviously not every labor is as quick and easy as we’d like and if there are any complications whatsoever we may have to divert for obvious reasons. The chances of that happening are small.”
 
        Yeah, I read about this in the baby books. It doesn’t sound too scary.
 
        “There’s also a birthing DVD in there so you and your husband can watch and know what to expect.” He shakes our hands once more and leads us out of his office. “Take care now.”
 
        Jacob throws his arm around my shoulder, “That was awesome. Really cool. Apart from the first bit. That freaked me out. I’m glad she’s ok.” Me too. I catch James’ eye, his sparkling greens dim and angry. Gulp. He’s openly glaring at Jacob’s arm. “Everything ok?” Jacob asks as we walk to our cars.
 
        “Fine,” James grumbles and waves the sonogram DVD at me. “I’m taking this to my mom. If I’d known this was going to be an open event I would have told her she could come.”
 
        I raise my hands in surrender, “I never said she couldn’t come. I told you Marie was coming.”
 
        He laughs once, it’s definitely humorless, “Whatever Maya.” He climbs in his car and speeds off before I can say another word. Leaving me gaping by the open passenger door of Jacob’s hire car. What the fuck just happened?
 
        “He’s pissed because I was there,” Jacob shrugs looking a little defeated himself. “I’m sorry Maya.”
 
        “Don’t you dare, he’s just sour that’s all,” I climb into the car, Marie gets in the back. “It’s all good. He’ll calm down.” I hope.
 
    
 
        I get why he’s pissed, I think… he’s jealous for a start. Jealous that I’m now spending time with another male and even brought him to our baby’s sonogram. I get that. It was insensitive of me, but then again it’s not like he’s making an effort. He’s not calling me or texting me or asking to meet up. Apart from the other day but I’m not cancelling my plans. That’s not how this works. If he was really that bothered he would have asked me to go a different day right? And he would’ve stayed behind just now to talk to me, to ask me to meet him tomorrow.
 
    
 
        “Sylvia is on the phone,” Jacob shouts from the kitchen. I’m assuming he’s answered my phone. I head in there and snatch it from his hand. “Hey,” Sinus blocker. “Sylvia, everything ok?”
 
        “I was calling to say thank you for the sonogram tape. She’s beautiful.” 
 
        “Sure, it’s no problem.”
 
        “And…” here we go. “I was wondering if you’d call James. I think he’s feeling a little left out.” Come again? “I promised I wouldn’t meddle and I’m not but he’s worried… that he won’t be a part of his child’s life.”
 
        I laugh once, “Is he crazy? I’d never stop him from being involved.”
 
       “I know that, and he knows that but he’s worried. Please, just call him or something.”
 
       “Ok, I’ll do that,” I lie. Like hell I will. “I should go, we’re about to have dinner.”
 
       “Of course. Take care Maya.” 
 
    
 
        Jacob looks up from his chopping of vegetables on the worktop, “Everything ok?”
 
        “Yeah, its fine, she was just thanking me for the sonogram and informing me that her son believes I’m going to cut him off from his own kid. Does he not understand the fact I can’t do this without him?” with a sigh I bang my forehead against the counter a few times. “I don’t get him Jacob. I don’t understand him at all. When we’re together he’s not happy, when we’re not together he’s not happy. Does he genuinely think I’m going to hop into your bed and ask you to adopt his kid or some shit? Or any man for that matter.” Although I’d be extremely pissed if he started dating. No, not pissed. Jealous to fuck. I don’t think I could handle seeing him with another woman. I really don’t. It would rip my heart in ways that would never repair. 
 
        “Think of it from his point of view. You broke up, he had no warning you were going to break up. He genuinely thought you were going to work through it. He’ll be blaming himself constantly because of what he did. The one thing he wants most in the world is now in the stomach of the woman who he hurt beyond imagination and also said girl has a devastatingly handsome movie star living under her roof for a few weeks. Said girl who also used to love freedom and before she fell in love would have snapped up a night with said movie star in a heartbeat.” He gives me a flirtatious smile. Big headed bastard. “So of course he’s paranoid, insecure and a little unstable emotionally. I guarantee the reason he hasn’t called or texted is because he’s waiting for you to do it because he wants to give you your space and respect your decision.” Talk about speech of the year. “Which you should, I’ve seen you glancing at your phone every two minutes, checking your email every five and sighing when there is nothing from him. Call him, meet up and sort out everything. So he doesn’t feel so rejected.”
 
        “Go away,” I grumble because he’s right and I hate it when that happens. “Fine I’ll ask him to meet up over dinner tomorrow night or something.”
 
        “Good girl,” he tugs on a lock of my hair and dumps the veg from the chopping board and into a large pot on the stove. “Dinner won’t be ready for an hour. Why don’t you go relax in the bath and give him a call?”
 
        With a huff, full of attitude I do as I’m told. Fifteen minutes later I’m soaking in a tub full of hot water and bubbles that smell of vanilla and coconut. How did everything get so messy with James? Sigh. I look at my pudgy that is poking out of the water a tiny fraction. No stretch marks yet, thank god. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

 [bookmark: _Toc359349454]Chapter Twenty One
 
    
 
        It’s ringing, it’s still ringing. And he answers, “Hello?”
 
        “Hey,” I respond automatically. “How are you?”
 
        “Fine.”
 
        Ouch, what a clipped tone. “I was wondering if you wanted to go to dinner tomorrow. I think we need to talk.”
 
        “I’m busy.” 
 
        “Saturday then?” Don’t be awkward James.
 
        “I’m busy Saturday too.” He does not sound happy at all.
 
        “Ok, then when?” 
 
        “I’ll let you know,” I can tell he’s about to hang up.
 
        “James, wait.”
 
        “What Maya?”
 
        “Please, we really need to sort this out.” I rub my pudgy with my free hand. “Please?”
 
        “Fine, I’ll come round tomorrow lunch time. Could you get rid of your boyfriend for an hour? That would be great.”
 
        I’m not even going to bite, “Yeah, I’m sure he won’t mind going out for a little while.”
 
    
 
   I’m pretty sure that was you biting.
 
    
 
        I hear him inhale sharply, “So, you’re not denying it then?”
 
        “Denying what?”
 
    
 
   You know exactly what.
 
    
 
        “That you and Jacob… are together.”
 
        “Right now he’s in the kitchen and I’m in the bath, but yeah I guess you could say that,” why am I being a bitch? “See you tomorrow.” Beep. That was me hanging up. He infuriates me, really infuriates me.
 
    
 
    
 
        Jacob doesn’t mind having to vanish for a bit, says he’ll probably head over to Lucas’. I do love how close our already close group has become. Minus James, it sucks that he’s ostracized himself from everyone but Lucas and Amelia and even then he doesn’t see them as often as I do. They’re his family, if he feels like I’m overstepping I’ll back off a little bit. Only time will tell.
 
    
 
        The door opens, I take a long and deep calming breath and pad into the hall. He’s dressed in his work suit, he looks stunning. Has he got a tan? “Hi,” I smile and step closer to him just so I can catch a whiff of his divine scent. “You look great.” 
 
        He gives me a weak smile, managing to avoid my eyes by glancing around, “This place looks good.”
 
        “Thank you,” I clear my throat and lead him to the room. “Would you like a drink?”
 
        “Have you been taking your tablets?” wow, straight to the point. I nod. “Good. And you’ve read the baby books?”
 
        “About thirty times. I’ve also written my birthing plan and packed an overnight bag ready,” I wanted to be organized. 
 
        Bump. Yep, daddy’s here. “So. What’s going to happen when she’s born? Are you coming home with me?”
 
        Umm… “No? I’ll be coming back here. We have a nursery and everything she needs.”
 
        His mouth drops open in horror, “You’ll do all that now but not whilst we were together?” His green eyes dim with hurt. “So I’m coming to live here then?”
 
        “What are you talking about? Aren’t you like, having her on the weekends or something?”
 
        He stares at me like I’m stupid, “So you’re saying that not only am I not going to take my daughter home with me but I’m also not allowed to come here and I have to wait for every weekend to come before I can actually have her?”
 
        “You’re working anyway,” apparently this wasn’t a good answer. He looks mad, “Are you fucking kidding me? I want to be there Maya. I want to be there for the first few months. I’ve got them off work, I want to see her first smile and play with her every time she wakes. You can’t do this!”
 
        I raise my hands in surrender watching as he stands in the center of the room with his hands fisting in his hair. “Calm down. I didn’t say that was definitely the arrangement. This is why we’re talking right? To sort this out.” He nods slowly and exhales, I watch the tension release his shoulders, “Ok, well. I’ll move in here then. Just for the first few months and then we can take it in turns. I’ll have her for a week, my mom can watch her while I’m at work and you can have her for a week. It’ll be great. Completely fair.” 
 
        “Wait, there’ll be no moving in with anybody.” I scoff and stand in front of him. “The first few weeks are the most important between mother and baby. You can come around during the day or something. You won’t be moving in.” I want to meet him half way but his demands are driving me crazy.
 
        “You can’t stop me from seeing her.”
 
        “I’m not trying to. I would never do that. But be reasonable. Most fathers only get every other weekend. You can see our daughter whenever you like. And as for this business with the one week on one week off. We’ll discuss that when it comes to it.”
 
        “Fine, for the first month I’ll move in here.”
 
        “The first week, until I establish a proper routine.” 
 
        “Maya.”
 
        “James.”
 
        “I’m not even arguing about this anymore. I get it. You don’t want me in the way of you and your boyfriend but don’t you think it’s unfair that he gets to live here around my child and I don’t?” He practically spits out. 
 
        “That’s what you think? You think I’m with Jacob?”
 
        “I really couldn’t care less,” he snaps and sits on the couch. “I genuinely do not give a shit. All I care about is that child. Let’s face it Maya, you couldn’t handle this. You’ll be begging me to move in. Jacob will do a runner, you honestly think a man like that with a pick of any girl would want to be stuck with a single mom and a baby?”
 
        Holy shit, James the ass hole has come back to bite me in the ass. Ouch. “I couldn’t handle this?” I’m ignoring the Jacob part. For now let’s focus on his lack of faith in my parenting skills. “What happened to…? Maya, you’ll be a great mom. Meh, meh, meh.” The last part is in a high pitched mocking tone. 
 
        “What happened to you not wanting to be a parent? I told you I’d be there and I will be. We all know you can’t do this without me. Everyone agrees.” Everyone? Who’s everyone? “She’s not a toy Maya. She needs constant supervision and a mature parent. That’s hardly you.” He’s really spitting out the insults today. Wow. “I’m just being honest, no need to look at me like I’ve kicked your puppy.”
 
        I’ll kick you in a minute. “James. I really think you should go now.”
 
        His face falls carefully blank, “You’re kicking me out?”
 
        Bump. No playtime today kid. Daddy’s being a dickhead. “Yep.”
 
        “What happened to talking like adults? What happened to solving this?”
 
        “Yeah, I’m pretty sure that option just flew away with your list of insults. Got any more to come or are you done?” He shakes his pale face. “Now, don’t let the door hit you on the way out. Or do, I really don’t give a fuck.”
 
        He steps towards me and places his hands on my shoulders, I step away from him and watch as his hands fall to his sides, “I didn’t mean to insult you. I’m just being honest.”
 
        What a laugh, “You’re insulting me, not being honest. You have no idea what kind of parent I’ll be!”
 
        “You’re right, I don’t. I’m sorry.” He sags in defeat. “I don’t want to miss this. I don’t want her to come every damn weekend with tales of how her step daddy did this and this and how she’s going on holiday with the two of you and not me. I’m going to miss everything. You’re going to be celebrating with whoever the fuck you’re screwing when she takes her first steps. When she speaks her first word. I’ll never be her first word. I’ll miss it when she falls over and bumps her head and I won’t be there!”
 
        “So because you want all of that, that gives you the right to speak to me like shit?”
 
        “I’m scared, I’ve lost you… don’t let me lose her as well,” his voice is barely above a whisper. My temper vanishes. 
 
        “I’ve got my ante natal classes in a few weeks. If you want to come? They teach us to change diapers and bathe a baby and also teach us techniques during labor to make things more comfortable.”
 
        His eyes light up, “You want me there?”
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        “Jacob won’t mind?”
 
        Eye roll, “I’m pretty sure he’ll be back in LA by then.”
 
        “Great. Just, text me the appointment day.” He smiles and this time it’s real. “Can I see the nursery?”
 
        “Sure,” I respond and take him into my dad’s old room. I watch him as he touches the shelves full of baby lotions and such. He pulls drawers open that are contain clothes, towels, etc. He walks to the wardrobe and pulls that open. It’s full of more clothes. 
 
        When the doors to the wardrobe shut he hangs his head. “I should go.”
 
        “What’s wrong now?” I ask a little harshly.
 
    
 
   Be nice.
 
    
 
   I’m trying.
 
    
 
        “You’re really doing this without me aren’t you? I mean,” he turns to face me and rubs his eyes as if exhausted. “I thought you’d call. I thought you’d text. I thought if I stopped bothering you you’d realize just how great we are together and come back to me. Instead… you’ve completely planned your future and my daughter’s without me. I’m not in the equation.” My eyes burn at the emotion in his voice. “It’s really over isn’t it?”
 
        Well, yeah. “Yeah. I guess so.” His face contorts in pain, pain that reflects the ache in my heart. “I’m not seeing Jacob. We’re still just friends and probably always will be. There are no love interests in my life. This I promise you. I’m pregnant, right now I have enough to deal with.” 
 
         “You don’t need to tell me this. It’s none of my business.” His blank mask is back. “I should go. Thanks for…” he lifts his arms motioning to the room. I’m still not quite sure what he’s thanking me for. Whether it be the tour of his daughter’s room or the kind of but not so much reassuring conversation I think we may or may not have just had. 
 
    
 
   Look, your horny, he’s horny. That would certainly reassure him.
 
    
 
        Well… it has been a while… 
 
    
 
   Don’t do it. Don’t give him false hope.
 
    
 
        She’s right, I mean… I’m right. No. Hell. “James.”
 
        “Yeah?” he stops at the door and turns to face me. 
 
        “I’m sorry it’s like this.”
 
        He steps over to me and wraps me in his arms, I return the tight hold. “Me too.” 
 
        We stand like this, body flush to body in the middle of our daughter’s room just holding each other for… I don’t even know how long. I think we’re both scared to let go. Me especially. I mean if he’s only just realized we are in fact finished, does this mean he will suddenly start dating? What if he gets another girl pregnant? Will he suddenly not want me and the baby anymore? Of course the rational part of my brain tells me he’d never let this happen… but I’m still scared. What of you ask? I have no idea. I’ve come to terms with my choice to end it. I’ve accepted the fact that it’s over. So why am I so sickened by the thought of him with someone else? I’m sure it’s normal, my heart doesn’t know that he doesn’t belong to me anymore. We’ll get through it, we have too.
 
        We must have been holding each other a while because I hear the door slam and footsteps in the hall, that’ll be Jacob. After another brief squeeze we pull apart, I already miss the sound of his heart beating against my ear. He kisses me forehead and we step out of the room. Jacob is in the kitchen making lunch I assume so I see James to the door. 
 
        With one quick glance back he closes the door behind him leaving me aching and empty. “Lucas is having us both over tomorrow,” Jacob calls from the kitchen. “Sylvia made you a cake with Amelia. She figured you wouldn’t take it from James but I’d never deny a cake that Amelia is so proud of.” Clever woman. I laugh with him. “I’ve booked my flight for next Wednesday.” 
 
        Of course he has. I’m going to miss him. “We’ll still talk though right?”
 
        “Nothing could keep me away.”
 
        And suddenly nothing feels right anymore. I’m going to be alone… again. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “So you don’t want any pain relief?” DJ asks with a smirk. “Just gas and air?”
 
        I nod. “I’ve been researching the epidural and apparently it can have long term effects on your back. Not something I want to deal with.”
 
        “Fair enough. You can’t have one in a birthing pool anyway. Any particular reason for this choice?”
 
        “Then I won’t be all bloody and dirty and the baby might not be so gunky.” Meaning I won’t be as freaked out when it’s thrown into my arms.
 
        He grins broadly, “This is a great birthing plan. I’ll try my best to make sure you get it.”
 
        Thank fuck for that. Where the hell is James?
 
    
 
        It’s bad enough that Jacob left two days ago. Of course we had an awesome time doing things that I’m allowed to do and pigging out on food. Marie has yet again been a constant although something is going on with her whenever I try to talk to her about it she says it doesn’t matter anymore. I’ll trust her judgment… for now. Summer is currently in the process of planning my baby shower with Sylvia, which should be a fun few hours. It’s in two weeks. When I’m officially seven months pregnant. Did you know technically you’re pregnant for ten months but they say nine because some months have five weeks in them. And you’re technically only pregnant for thirty eight weeks instead of forty[bookmark: _GoBack] because they add two weeks on so it dates back to your last period. Makes no sense to me if I’m honest.
 
    
 
        Where the hell is James? He should be here by now. Six other couples and I are sat on mats in a circle around a large light room with weird wooden changing stations pushed to the sides and large gym balls and other equipment I’m not sure why we need. I’m the only person who’s alone. 
 
        “Right, today we’re going to do breathing exercises,” blah, blah, blah. She goes on about the breathing techniques and sits on her own mat. I’m purely mesmerized by her hair, so yeah, she’s not the most attractive woman but she could be if she didn’t have her hair pulled up on top of her head in an Elvis styled quiff. Finally the door opens and James bursts inside, panting like an overexerted dog. 
 
        I pat the mat, he rushes over after introducing himself to Lady Quiff. From the side, the quiff is really big. “I think it has its own brain,” I whisper to James who starts chuckling. It’s so obvious what I’m talking about I don’t even need to point at the object to which my remark was based. “It’s talking to me. Comb me, comb me.” 
 
        The men start sitting behind their partners. James slots himself beside me and puts his thighs against mine. I lean back into his chest. Hoo, hoo, hee. That’s me breathing just so you know. 
 
        “And when you push, you push into your bottom like you’re having a great big poop,” a few people chuckle but get on with it. I feel like an idiot.
 
   Push!     Parp.     That did not just happen. 
 
        “Shut up,” I hiss giggle at James whose body is shaking mine so hard the baby is a few short movements away from becoming scrambled. “Shut up. It’s not funny.” He’s trying to stop himself from laughing out loud and ends up snorting.
 
        Everybody else is completely oblivious. Thank the lord. 
 
    
 
   You are vile. You just let one rip in public.
 
    
 
        It was the baby. Totally not my fault. He’s still fucking laughing. I hear him clear his throat as to calm himself. It doesn’t work. I can’t help being gassy! The other day I walked from my bedroom to the kitchen and with each step a parp snuck out. Completely involuntary but there was nothing I could do to stop them. Jacob, as you can imagine was laughing so hard he fell to his knees and then onto his back. I found him there ten minutes later still laughing as unfortunately the same thing happened as I left the room too. 
 
        We continue on with our pushing and breathing exercises for the next twenty minutes before doing some weird yoga and pelvic floor exercises. At one point I’m in the doggy position in front of James as he rubs my lower back. He actually started sporting wood! Even went as far as to press it against me! Who does that?
 
    
 
   Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy it.
 
    
 
        Whatever. I haven’t had sex in ages and incase nobody told you this before… pregnancy makes you horny as fuck. 
 
    
 
        All of the women here are between seven and nine months. I only look about five months pregnant compared to them. It’s a little scary, the scan this morning with DJ showed she’s growing fine. It was only a quick 2D scan as the next proper scan won’t be for another four weeks. That will be the final scan before birth. 
 
        My blood results are fine, her position is fine everything is fine. I just need to keep reminding myself this. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349455]Chapter Twenty Two
 
    
 
        “I can’t believe you farted,” James chuckles as we climb into his car. I got a car service to drop me off when he called to tell me he’d be missing my doctor’s appointment just in case you were wondering why I’m leaving my car behind. I ignore him and proceed to tell him about my time with DJ and all the good news. 
 
        “It’s called a four D scan by the way.” Just thought I’d add that. I stare at his lips and squeeze my thighs together to stop the burning ache that is screaming fulfillment. “And I felt your mini James rise up in class. That’s just naughty.”
 
        He grins mischievously at me, “I felt you squirming.” That I was. 
 
        “I’m horny,” I state simply. “Really horny.”
 
        His breath catches and I watch as he puts his foot down. 
 
    
 
   Thank the heavens we’re finally getting some!
 
    
 
        “You sure?” he asks and glances sideways at me as we weave in and out of traffic.
 
        I nod, a little desperately, “Yeah. I’d rather it be you than someone else.” Apparently this is the wrong thing to say. Eep. He looks really angry. “I mean. You’re first choice. I wouldn’t even think about doing it with someone else. At all. I haven’t. And I won’t.” Keep digging… 
 
        We pull up outside my place. Fuck. 
 
        I shut my eyes for a moment, when I reopen them James’ hands are gripping the steering wheel pretty damn tight. “So… you want to?”
 
        “Not really,” he bites out. He’s dismissing me. “I’ll see you at the baby shower.”
 
        Definitely dismissing me, “James. You know I have a talent to say the wrong thing.” 
 
        “It wouldn’t change anything if we did would it?”
 
        “Well… no.”
 
        “Then go find somebody else.” Ouch. 
 
         He even leans over me to open the car door. I undo my seatbelt and climb out. 
 
    
 
   At least we have that awesome vibrator.
 
        Ah, my new best friend. 
 
    
 
        He spins out of the driveway before I can even fully shut the passenger side door. Alone again. I head inside, dump my keys in the bowl on the desk by the door as I kick the door shut behind me. After shrugging off my coat I hang it on a hook on the wall, place my shoes on the shoe rack beneath it and go straight to my bedroom. Where did I put you? Ah! Found it in my drawer. 
 
        Ding, ding. “Fuck,” I groan and throw it back in my drawer. Who the hell is here now? 
 
    
 
        “Hello!” Lucas grins and walks straight past me followed by Amelia. “Hungry?”
 
        “I’m always hungry.”
 
        “Sylvia sent another cake, Amelia decorated it,” he places the cake box on the counter and the scent of warm chocolate and fudge fills my nostrils. Amelia toddles off with a slice on her plate, I hear the TV come on a moment later. Lucas senses my aggravated mood, “S’up?”
 
        “James wouldn’t scratch my itch,” I grunt to myself and take a huge bite of my slice. Heaven! 
 
        “Say what?”
 
        “I pissed him off. We were at the antenatal class and she had us doing all kinds of stretches. James got a little friendly and then on the way home we decided we were going to… why am I even telling you this?”
 
        He starts chuckling and sits beside me, “So, you’re horny and we disturbed you and James won’t screw you?”
 
    
 
   Yes and you dear are looking to be a mighty fine substitute right now.
 
    
 
        “Pretty much. I made him angry again. I’m always doing that without meaning too.” Another large bite. God, that’s almost as good as sex. Sinus blocker deserves a medal. “And tell Sylvia I don’t care who she sends these cakes with. I’m not getting them often enough.”
 
        The baby starts wriggling in my stomach. That’s so annoying.
 
        “We’ll get going in a minute,” Lucas laughs and pats my head like a dog. 
 
        “I don’t want you to go!” I say a little too desperately. “I’m lonely. It sucks now Jacob’s gone.”
 
        “Ok, we’ll watch movies.”
 
    
 
   No sex then?
 
        He’s James’ brother! 
 
   Right now the lines are blurred in a haze of horniness. You know he’s packing. Just get him drunk and seduce him.
 
    
 
        My mind is evil. Pure evil. “What are you thinking about?” Screwing your brains out! 
 
        “I’m actually wondering about you,” and what you feel like. “And what’s going on with you. You’re constantly disappearing. Has it anything to do with that drug addict person, woman, girl, whoever?” 
 
        “Yeah. Things are… tense at the moment. Nothing to worry about. James just texted me.” He clicks his message open. “Are you at Maya’s? (Pause, tap, tap, tap.) Yeah why?” We wait a few moments. “He says, Get out. I’m on my way back.” He winks at me. “I think I should go.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “Have fun. Come on Amelia. Time to run.” 
 
        I give them both hugs and watch as they leave. Fine then. Abandon me.
 
    
 
        It’s no more than three minutes after they left when the door flies open and James storms right up to me. I shudder when he grabs me under my arms and knees, hoists me up and carries me to my room.
 
        “James, what are you…”
 
        “No talking. I’m so damn horny I can’t see straight.” And my top just hit the floor. “Lie down.” Yes sir.
 
        I watch his eyes move over me, from the tight black leggings that reach my ankles, over my pudgy and to my face after lingering on my bra clad breasts which have fortunately grown about two sized. Then he rips off his own clothes and kneels by the bed. Leaning up on my elbows I watch him pull my boots off my feet and smooth his hands up my thighs. 
 
        “You’re fucking gorgeous,” he mutters and rolls my leggings down and off. I feel a cool draft on my aching core when he tears away my panties. Oh dear god. I need it now. A raging fire of lust is coursing through my veins. His lips touch my inner thigh. I shudder and moan. Everything feels so heightened. He pushes me back by trailing slow and gentle kisses over my pudgy and up to my breasts. With quick hands he releases the clasp at the front of my bra and takes a breast in each hand. 
 
        “James!” I cry out deliriously as he works on my neck and slides his body in-between my thighs making me buck against him, wanting to feel his length enter me, yet he keeps it pressed against my thigh. One hand leaves my breasts and a finger slides into my aching wetness. “More dammit!” Teeth sink into my neck as he rubs his thumb against that tiny nub. His fingers hook against my inner spot of glory and I explode. That was quick but fucking powerful. “Please James.” 
 
        Finally, he lifts himself to his elbows, his eyes squeezed shut with pleasure as he guides himself into me using only his hips. “Fuck.” He grunts and thrusts his full member to the hilt. Oh dear god I’m on fire. Move damn you move! Yes… that’s it. His hips rise and fall as he pumps into me, his stomach barely grazing my own. 
 
        With a sharp movement I’m empty and being dragged to my feet. “Grab the bed.” I bend over and grab the wooden footboard of the bed. He’s in me again in seconds. His hands slither around my front, one going to my swollen hood and the other going to my breast. The feeling is unreal, it’s so unreal my head feels like it’s going to explode. I’m a sobbing crying mess but not the tearful sobs or cries, the screams of pure pleasure and incoherent nonsense kind of cries.
 
        “Yes!” he hisses through his teeth and slams into me a little more forcefully. I’m rising, up, up, up, it’s building inside, I can feel my feet burning I’m that sensitive right now. “Maya, come for me babe. I can’t hold out any longer.”
 
        “Don’t stop,” I whimper and a bead of sweat trickles from my hairline and down my nose. “Harder. Please baby. I need more.” 
 
        I feel him tense, he’s trying to hold on. Just a little more, just a little. “MAYA!” his body jerks and spasms, his cock swells inside and I’m lost, I tumble forward with him still inside of me. He stops me from falling as we both come together, both pulse together. We collapse onto the bed with him still in me. His hands cup my pudgy and our breathing steadily calms. “Amazing.”
 
        “Yeah.” I mumble my agreement and turn over to face him. Unfortunately his semi slips out but I don’t care. I just need to hold him. 
 
        “What are you doing?” he says a little sharply as I bury my face in his neck. “Don’t do that.” And then the warmth of his body is gone. I sit up and pull the bed sheet around me and watch him gather his clothes.
 
        “Where are you going?” Ok, now I’m confused. I thought he wanted this yet he looks positively torn. 
 
        “Home,” he replies nonchalant. Now I’m even more confused. He tugs up his pants. “I’ll call you.”
 
        Ouch. Is this how Paul felt when I… this really sucks. “Hey. Why don’t you stay a little longer?” Don’t leave. Not yet.
 
        “Nah. I should go. Thanks though,” he kisses my forehead and then my pudgy. “Call me if you need anything.” I need you now. I need you to stay. 
 
        “So, you don’t want to do that again?” 
 
        “Yeah, just call me,” he checks his phone and pulls my bedroom door open. “See you when I see you I guess.” Ok… bye. 
 
        I’m still gaping, still got my hand in the air long after he’s gone. What the fuck just happened?
 
    
 
   Karma is a bitch.
 
    
 
   At least we aren’t horny anymore. I’m feeling rather satisfied and sated. How about a nap?
 
    
 
   Good idea.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maya: Hey.
 
    
 
   James: What’s wrong?
 
    
 
   Maya: You were really distant during class today???
 
    
 
       We were taught how to bath a baby. Pretty easy to be honest and quite fun. I have no complaints on that matter. What I do have to complain about is James. He barely spoke to me, he made it a point to have no physical contact whatsoever and only answered my questions with hums and murmurs. On the way home… that was tough. I tried to invite him in for a drink. He said he was busy and drove away. I’m afraid to say it has been eating at me all day.
 
    
 
   James: Nope. I’m fine.
 
    
 
   Maya: So you aren’t purposely avoiding me?
 
    
 
   James: Nope.
 
    
 
   Maya: Ok. Want to come round? 
 
    
 
        I can actually see the baby move now and it’s not as freaky as I expected it to be. I unfortunately forgot to tell James earlier. He’ll probably want to see it. It’s crazy, it’s like the movie Alien is it? Where the alien in the belly starts wriggling and you can see a lump move across the skin. Sort of like that but probably not as painful. Sure it’s uncomfortable but I find myself sitting with my belly out and staring at my bump. Watching her try to get comfy and then try again and again. 
 
    
 
   James: No. I’m busy.
 
    
 
   Maya: You can see the baby move now. I forgot to tell you.
 
    
 
   James: I’ll see it next week. Thanks for the offer.
 
    
 
        What the fuck? What the hell has crawled up his ass? 
 
    
 
   Maya: You’re really pissing me off now.
 
    
 
   James: Stop concerning yourself with me! You’ve got a baby in you that doesn’t do well under stress. I’m not your business anymore.
 
    
 
   What a fucking prick! Well! I am not standing for that.
 
    
 
   Maya: But I’m your concern? I’m your business?
 
    
 
   James: Whilst you’re carrying my child yes. When she’s out you can do whatever the fuck you want as long as it doesn’t jeopardize her in any way. 
 
    
 
   Maya: I really hate you right now. 
 
    
 
        I’m crying again! For fuck sake! Why’s he being so mean? Doesn’t he realize I’m an emotional mess right now and I just need a bit of support?
 
    
 
   James: I really don’t care. Now stop bothering me unless it’s important.
 
    
 
   Maya: You’re supposed to be my support. The person who makes me feel better. Don’t come to the class next week. I’ll take someone who isn’t making me feel like shit.
 
    
 
   James: I’m coming.
 
    
 
   Maya: Then I’m not going.
 
    
 
        He calls me, I can’t help but feel a kind of satisfaction when he does. I’ve flipped it back around again. That’s more like it. I ignore his call and the next.
 
    
 
   James: You’re supposed to go. And so am I.
 
    
 
   Maya: Go on your own then! I’ll just research how to change a diaper on YouTube! 
 
    
 
   James: Whatever then Maya. I really could not care less anymore.
 
    
 
        What was that about me being in control? Ouch. That took another sour turn. I wipe my eyes and steady my throbbing heart. Fuck him. Asshole. God, he makes me so angry. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349456]Chapter Twenty Three
 
    
 
        Sylvia’s living room looks amazing. There are pink streamers on the ceiling with pink pacifier’s attached and pink balloons on the walls. A mountain of gifts sits in the corner of the room and everyone here, close friends and friends that I don’t speak to often enough are groping my belly and dishing out the hugs like a bunch of rabid teddy bears. 
 
       I’m sat in an armchair at the head of the large oval. James is beside me. Currently we are playing a game where people have to cut a piece of yarn and wrap it around me. Whoever gets the closest size to what I am wins a prize. This game does not impress me at all. Some of the yarn sizes are ridiculously long. Do I really look that big?
 
    
 
        “Why are you throwing paper balls at me?” I snap at Marie and Lucas.
 
        “We’re trying to see if you have your own gravitational pull,” Lucas shrugs. Marie cackles then adds, “You know… being your own planet and all.” Ok so maybe I’ve gotten a little bigger than I was last week and maybe I’ve even started waddling a bit. That does not give them the right to… pat. “Will you quit it?” I snarl making them both howl even louder.
 
    
 
        I’m anxious to see James, we’ve not spoken since the text argument a week ago. He’s running late due to traffic. Yuck, the baby’s moving again. Everybody crowds around like a bunch of weirdoes and watches my belly jerk and bob around. 
 
        Summer wins the yarn game. The prize was a basket of muffins. I want a muffin!
 
    
 
        “Next game!” Sylvia announces with a large smile and removes her hands from my belly. I’m so used to her groping me that I barely notice her anymore. Plus she always has warm hands so it’s not too bad.
 
        We wait for James to open the gifts, it’s not fair to start without him. It’s another half an hour before he shows up with a smile on his face. Until he sees me and it falters. Was he not expecting me to be here? 
 
        “Come on,” I say cheerfully. “We’re about to play guess what’s in the diaper. We have to eat it.” 
 
        He completely blanks me and says hi to everyone before taking the seat to my right. We play, the weird shit lookalike is actually chocolate, cornflakes and marshmallows melted and blended together. I got the cornflakes and chocolate. Summer had to tell us what else was in there. 
 
        “That was fun,” I nudge James with my elbow. He shuffles away from me and continues chatting with Lucas and Kyle. What the fuck is his problem. “Hey.”
 
        I pat his shoulder, he looks back at me, “What?”
 
        “Is everything ok?”
 
        “Fine,” and he turns back.
 
    
 
        He’s fine with everyone else, he’s fine with opening gifts and laughing and joking and joining in on the games. The only time he acknowledges me is when my stomach starts jiggling. Then he’s on his knees in front of me, kissing my belly and holding it until she stops moving in there.
 
        “Can I get a ride home?” I ask him sweetly, even going as far as to flutter my eyelashes.
 
        “Ask Marie.” There’s no emotion or tone to his voice. Just a simple two words like I mean nothing. 
 
        “I thought maybe we could talk?”
 
         With a sigh he pulls me over to the corner, “Talk.”
 
        “Why are you mad at me?”
 
        “I’m not mad at you. I just don’t see why we have to pretend to be friends.”
 
        “We aren’t friends?”
 
        He shakes his head and shrugs, “Not to my knowledge.”
 
        “Ok then. Fine.” 
 
        He seems to relent, “Ok, I’ll give you a ride home. You’re right. We do need to talk.”
 
    
 
        The party was awesome, I have to hand it to Summer and Sylvia. I’ve actually had a great time. I hug them both eagerly and thank them after everyone but our usual group leaves. Lucas, Marie and James all pile the gifts into James’ car. Lucas leaves to go and get Amelia from school. It’s a shame she couldn’t be here but this was the only time available for the majority of our friends. 
 
        James helps me into the car and climbs into his side. “You go first.”
 
        “Why are you so mad at me?”
 
        “Fine. I’ll go first.” He takes a deep breath and puts his foot on the gas. “I’ve met someone.” What? “I’m ready to start dating again. I just thought you should know.”
 
        “Why the fuck would I want to know that?”
 
        “For obvious reasons. So you don’t find out from someone else and because I may hit it off with her which means she’ll be around my kid one day,” Our kid! Our! “So, yeah. That’s it. I’m done.”
 
        I don’t know what to do with this piece of information. I feel like crying. “Ok. I hope it works out.” No I don’t, I have she has warts and hangnails and a bucket vagina. I hope she’s awful and you leave her. “Congratulations I guess.”
 
        “Thanks.” He smiles weakly. We remain silent for the rest of the journey. I don’t know what to say. My heart just hit my stomach, fell out of my ass and jumped in front of an oncoming bus. Shit. “We’re here.” What? Oh, we’ve stopped. Ok then. “Are you ok?”
 
        “Yeah, just… yeah,” I laugh and give him a reassuring smile. “I’m happy for you James.” No I’m not. I’m really fucking not. “So, are you going to continue being a dick to me?”
 
        “No, I guess… we can try to be friends. For Evelyn’s sake.”
 
        “Evelyn?”
 
        “Yeah, you said I could name her.”
 
        “That was before,” I snap and shake my head. “We’re not calling her Evelyn.”
 
        “We’ll choose later. I have to go.”
 
        “Hot date?” I say through clenched teeth.
 
        He smirks and nods, there’s something very devious about that smile, “Yeah. I’m taking her ice skating.”
 
        “I’m sure she’ll love it.” I hope she slips on her ass and makes an idiot out of herself. “Have fun.”
 
        “I will but you need to get out of the car,” he laughs like it’s the funniest thing in the world. Which it’s not…
 
        I don’t want to get out of the car. I want to cry and beg you not to date right now. To spend your life pining over me! “Yeah. Sure.”
 
        “Shall I pick you up tomorrow?” 
 
        “Tomorrow?”
 
        “For class? We’re putting diapers on dolls remember?”
 
        I shake my head and open the door, “I’m not going.”
 
        “What?” his eyebrows hit his hairline. “Why not?”
 
        “I don’t want to.”
 
        “You have to.”
 
        “You can’t order me around!” Who does he think he is? “I’ll just watch it on YouTube.”
 
        “Is this because of what I just told you?”
 
        “No. It’s because you’re a fucking prick.” I climb out of the car before my tears burn and slam the door behind me. Then I dash into the house, slam that door too like a grumpy teen and let the tears fall. What’s worse is he doesn’t even follow me in. 
 
        So maybe that was a little mercurial, I went from telling him all was well to calling him a prick. Don’t judge me on it. I’m not sure what happened myself.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “He couldn’t even wait!” I shout at Lucas, it’s the next day by the way. I spent the night seething and crying and wanting to call James and tell him something bad had happened so he’d come rushing from his date and into my arms… unfortunately I’m not that much of a psycho. “Couldn’t wait until I’ve had the baby and I’m not such a god damn emotional wreck. He’s being a complete ass hole!”
 
    
 
   James: Where are you? I swear to god Maya you better show up soon!
 
    
 
        “Who does he think he is? He’s just mean.” Worst thing is I knew he wouldn’t take long. He’s absolutely gorgeous and a nice guy, not to mention he’s not bloated with child. I hate him. Or at least I want to hate him. I have to keep telling myself I have no rights to him. We’re over, finished. I can do this. My heart will mend. 
 
    
 
   You sound like the poster child for a Celine Dion song. 
 
    
 
        “I don’t know what’s going through his head Maya. He’s being an idiot.”
 
        I throw my hands up in defeat and wipe away my tears. Yeah I’m crying again. “Fucking stupid male people.” I glance at Lucas. “Apart from you. You’re awesome. Why couldn’t I have met you first?” Wait… that didn’t come out right. “I mean…”
 
        “I know, I know,” he coos and flicks my nose. “Don’t panic. You’re upset and talking rubbish.”
 
    
 
   James: Maya. Where are you?
 
    
 
   Maya: I’m not coming!
 
    
 
   James: Stop being a baby.
 
    
 
   Maya: Go fuck yourself. Or your new girl and stop bothering me.
 
    
 
        I know I’m being childish but I have a right to it. Right now I’m hurting and spiteful and I’m the size of a whale. Fuck James. 
 
    
 
        Ok, so yeah maybe our relationship has taken a turn for the worst. It’s almost beyond repair and in all honesty I feel like shit, I feel depressed and soppy and I want to watch romance novels and cry with lots of chocolate and ice cream. I’m not going to though. I’m going to go eat a salad, take my prenatal vitamin and go to the park with Lucas and Amelia. Bump, rumble, bump. Ouch, that was my rib. 
 
    
 
        I’ve been putting on this really good skin cream called… skin something. Made by my company, it has real gold in it and so far I’ve had zero stretch marks. It’s something like three hundred dollars an ounce. So worth it. 
 
    
 
       “You ready?”
 
       “YEAH!” Amelia screams at her dad as he pulls her coat on her tight. “Let’s go park. I wanna go on the swings.”
 
        “Come on then,” Lucas shrugs on his own coat and helps me zip mine up. “I think you need a bigger coat.” With a pat on my belly he turns and leaves with my seething form hot on his heels. Bastard. I do not.
 
    
 
   You are in complete denial. You’re getting big, buy a new coat.
 
    
 
        I hate my head. 
 
    
 
        “When’s the baby coming?” Amelia asks as Lucas pushes her on the swing.
 
        “In about ten week’s princess.”
 
        “So I’m going to have a baby cousin.”
 
        I nod and sit on a bench whilst eating a bar of candy. Hmm, candy. It’s great to see the interaction between doting father and daughter. I wonder if James will be as good as Lucas. What am I thinking? Of course he will. This is James, he never settles for less than the best in everything. He’s going to love this kid. 
 
    
 
        “Higher, higher,” she wags her legs back and forth. Effectively making the swing wobble from side to side rather than front and back. 
 
        “I have a problem,” Lucas says when Amelia runs over to the side. Now I’m all ears. “It’s to do with Dana.” Dana? Dana? Hmm… “The addict.” Right. “She’s started…”
 
    
 
       “AHHHH!” Amelia’s ear piercing scream shatters our moment of serious conversation. She’s fallen over. Grazed a knee. “Daddy!”
 
        “Aww, poor baby,” he coos and kisses her bloody knee. “All better.”
 
        “No it’s not!” she squeals, big fat tears dripping down her cute little face.
 
        “Of course it’s not, daddy forgot the magic sprinkles.” I pinch my fingers together and sprinkle the nothing onto her knee. She sniffs and smiles. “Now it’s all better.
 
        Lucas chuckles and watches his daughter run off as if nothing just happened. “You’ll do fine.”
 
        “What were you saying?” 
 
        “Nothing, it doesn’t matter.” He tucks his hands into his pockets. I’m about to push but his phone rings. I walk away to give him some privacy.
 
    
 
    
 
        The park was fun but I’m hungry now so we head across the road to a Subway store. Nom. We sit at a table near the wall, as far away from the door as possible, because, well, it’s fucking cold. I shrug my coat off and stretch.
 
        “Umm…” Lucas says and I notice his eyes are glued to my boobies. 
 
        “Auntie Maya, why your boobies wet?” Wait what? I look down and sure enough I have two large wet patches. Oh no. Why now? Why me? 
 
        I pull my coat back on and zip. Rip. The fucking zip just broke! Oh god. This is not my day! Lord have mercy.
 
        Lucas finds this hilarious. Of course he does. He hands me his large ski jacket. I pull it on and quickly shove some napkins down my bra.
 
        “Shut up,” I hiss hide behind my hands. “Go get me a sandwich. Or I will hurt you.” He gets up and goes to order, unfortunately he’s still laughing. Men! 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        It’s night time, I’m all alone and feeling a little morbid and bored. I should really go visit my dad soon but I daren’t. That sounds weird, how can you not go and see a dead person’s grave but I’m worried that he’s not happy with me. He’d never get angry, but he would show me his disappointment in other ways. What if he’s like that wherever he is? Sat up there shaking his head at me because I’m having a baby out of wedlock, or because I’ve completely messed with his house. Or because… I’ll go tomorrow. My dad would never have judged me, I don’t know what I’m saying.
 
    
 
   Maya: I’ve put some skittles up my coochie. Wanna taste the rainbow?
 
    
 
   Marie: HAHAHAHA! Oh goodness, that’s fucking fantastic! That’s totally my new chat up line!
 
    
 
   Jacob:  PMSL! Jesus Maya, you just made me spit coffee all over my PA! I’ll be round in five ;) Can never get enough of that rainbow!
 
    
 
   Lucas: Do you actually do shit like that or does it just pop into your head and you think… huh I’m going to tell the world?
 
    
 
   Sinus blocker: Really not an appropriate thing to send you your mother in law. But funny nonetheless. 
 
    
 
   Summer: I love this! I’m going to try it!
 
    
 
   James: You’re talking to me now?
 
    
 
   Maya:
 
            Marie, if you steal my material one more time I am going to hit you in the face with a shit pie :-) Just saying…
 
            I’m sure your PA deserved it… And don’t tease me! It’s safe to say I’m in serious need of a tunnel tickle!
 
            That’s for me to know and you to find out ;) ;) But yes… mostly I just think… huh I’m going to tell the world.
 
            Sorry Sylvia, I forgot I added you to my favorites list :-) Hope you had a good laugh.
 
            Summer… if you try this I’ll need details… let me know if Chris goes down looking normal and comes up with a clown face. Better yet, take pictures!
 
            I had you in my favorites. Sorry.
 
    
 
        Well, I think I responded to them all. Job done. 
 
    
 
   James: had?? Am I not still one of your favorites?
 
    
 
   Umm…. No! I’m not even going to respond. As much as I want to I just can’t. What if he starts talking about his new girlfriend? I bet she’s ugly… and fat and all warty and shit. I want to tell everybody to ignore her and be mean because she has something that belongs to me. But I’m not going to because part of me… ME, ME… That part of me thinks he deserves a chance at happiness that he never got with me. 
 
    
 
        He ruined it. I know I keep saying it but I can’t get it out of my head. He fucking ruined it. He cheated, he lied, he didn’t trust me and I just can’t forgive him. I can’t forget! 
 
    
 
   I miss him… So damn much it hurts and the thought of him laid in bed right now with another woman makes me want to vomit. It makes me want to smash things and sob my heart out. Yet my mind sounds like a broken record. I made this decision, I chose this. Therefore do I even have a right to be pissed off? 
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349457]Chapter Twenty Four
 
    
 
        “AHHHH!” I scream and throw my shoe at the wall. My ankles are swollen, I have a horrid purple stretchmark about four inches long from my hip to my stomach, my breasticals won’t stop leaking icky yellow/creamy fluid, I’m constantly getting headaches and I can’t stop shitting or farting. 
 
    
 
   And we can no longer see our O! 
 
    
 
        I can’t even shave down there which means I’m going to have to get a wax. In case you didn’t know… I hate waxing! It fucking hurts! Excuse my foul language but fuck, shit, bollocks, fuck. 
 
    
 
   Thirty four weeks pregnant and totally a blimp. I have a doctor’s appointment in an hour and I can’t find anything that fits. It’s hammering it down outside and I’ve ballooned overnight! 
 
    
 
        “Knock knock,” James is here. Why the fuck is he here? “Lucas had an emergency. He couldn’t…” he stops in his tracks when he sees me sat on bed in nothing but my underwear looking morbid. “Maya, what’s wrong?” 
 
        “I got a stretchmark, and my boobs are leaky and tingly and I have a headache and I can’t find any clothes that fit and my ankles are swollen and I can’t see my moo!” 
 
        He doesn’t laugh, or even joke. I’m happy about this, he just kneels in front of me and gives me a sweet smile, “Ok. I’ll find you something to wear and get you something to… why are your bed sheets orange?”
 
        “Well, I’m not allowed on the sunbeds and my tan from LA has faded… so I’ve been getting spray tans.” I pout like a petulant child.
 
        “Well, stop. You’ve got beautiful skin and a beautiful tan without it.”
 
        “Tanned fat is better than white fat!” I stomp into the closet and grab a pair of black stretchy pants. I pull them on. “Do these look like I’ve just finished work or do they look like I’m just too fat to wear anything but black pants?”
 
        He snorts and comes up behind me, his arms slither around my waist and land on my stomach. “Maya. You’re still beautiful. And you are not fat.”
 
        “I’m going to look like an Atlas soon. And the baby’s going to ruin my vagina! If I open my legs people will walk past and go… oh look mommy a yawning hippo!” I rant and stomp one foot. “Stop laughing!” He buries his face in my hair and laughs silently, snorting every so often.
 
    
 
        “I’ll go make you a drink.”
 
        “And some chocolate cookies.”
 
        “And some chocolate cookies,” he confirms as I pull on a long black turtleneck top. I look like I’m going to a funeral but I’m actually just trying to slim a few inches… they say black clothing does that. Fingers crossed. Nope, I still look like my own planet.
 
        I waddle after James. That’s right, I waddle, because apparently god didn’t think to invent normal walking for heavily pregnant women. So here I waddle, to the kitchen, whilst the baby jumps around in my belly like a Bumper car in a tight spot. “Stop it,” I grunt as I get booted under the ribs. “Have you seen this? She’s going crazy… it’s not a disco. Stop dancing!”
 
        “Maya, stop chastising the unborn.”
 
        I glare at him, “Why are you here anyway? Where’s your girlfriend?”
 
        He sighs and rubs his face after handing me a cup of herbal tea. Ewww. Why do I have this exactly? “It’s got raspberry leaf in it. It’s supposed to help with labor according to the other mom’s I met at the last three sessions you missed.” Whatever. “And my girlfriend is at work right now.”
 
        “Great to know.”
 
        “You asked.”
 
        I shrug, “So, she’s your girlfriend huh?” Chest, please stop aching. 
 
        “Yeah.”
 
        So he’s fucking her. Piss off tears… I swear down if you come now I will seriously never open my eyes again! Ever! “Good. I’m glad.” Just keep her the hell away from me. “I’ll be back in a minute. Need to pee.” I waddle on through to the bathroom. As soon as I’m in there I lock the door, splash my face with water, swallow the lump in my throat and silently scream for a couple of minutes whilst pretending to punch the air. Then I leave.
 
        James is waiting for me in the room with his head lowered and his hands in his pockets. What the fuck has he got to be sad about? “So, can I move in here when the baby is born? Just for a month or something?”
 
        “I hardly think that’s appropriate. You’ve got a girlfriend.”
 
        “She’s fine with it. I can still take her out…”
 
        “Hell no. Not unless you want to be mauled. I swear James, we may be over but my lust for you sure isn’t. I can’t have a guy with a girlfriend living here. No way. Especially my ex-husband. And then I’ll be sat at home watching you go out with… her. That’s hardly fair!” Ok, I was supposed to say that in my head. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore. Let’s just go!”
 
    
 
        “Maya,” he breathes and takes a step towards me. I take a step back. “Is this bothering you? Because if it is just tell me… I’ll wait.”
 
        Yes it is! “No. But you’re not moving in here, I’m not moving in at yours. We’ll do weekends or something. I don’t know… I can’t… Let’s just go. In fact… I think I’m going to call for a car.”
 
        “Stop being ridiculous. I’m already here.” Not really, you’re not actually here. You just say you are. You’re not mine anymore. “Let’s go.” He reaches to take my hand but thinks better of it and pulls back. 
 
        I relent, but I growl and grumble and moan about it under my breath all the way to his car. 
 
        “Week on week off.”
 
        “Huh?” What’s he on about?
 
        “I’ll have her a week you have her a week.”
 
        “Not possible. I’m going to breastfeed.” Actually I was going to use baby milk but I feel like breastfeeding. Just to be awkward. I don’t want my kid around his new woman. It’s not fair. “Weekends.”
 
        His hands clench on the steering wheel, “I’m not waiting to see my daughter every fucking weekend Maya. She’s half mine! I will take you to court.”
 
        “And then you’ll be granted every two weekends. Good luck with that.”
 
        His mouth drops open and he glares at me, “You’re a piece of work. You’re such a bitch.”
 
        “And you’re so not creative. I already know I’m a bitch but at least I’m not fucking someone only six weeks after bedding my ex-wife! Way to move on James.” Fucking whore. Yeah, that told him!
 
        He pulls over sharply at the side of the road and locks the doors. “You are not and I repeat… not taking my daughter away from me. I will be there and there’s nothing you can do about it. She’s mine too. You don’t even want a fucking kid. This will be perfect for you!”
 
        “So your new piece of cunt on the side can pretend to be a mommy. I don’t think so. Will you put your foot on the gas? I’m tired of this and tired of you.” 
 
    
 
   Ok, you’re really going overboard. Get those hormones in check woman.
 
    
 
        “Fine then, I’ll get rid of Zara…” 
 
        “Zara? ZARA? Zara from fucking accounting? Oh dear. What happened to the no fraternization policy huh? Didn’t you get enough after bony blonde?” Zara fucking Zara? Gah! Zara? Really? Is he fucking serious! She’s… she looks like a mouse! “James. You could do so much better than a fucking mouse lookalike from shitty accounting.”
 
        He slams his hand on the steering wheel, it shocks the hell out of me. “Don’t insult her! At least she isn’t a fucking whore that’s slept with all of my friends and only wants to be with me because her daddy told her so! And at least she fucking works for her money! What have you done recently you stupid stuck up bitch?” 
 
        My mouth drops open. He did not to go nuclear on me! Oh he did. “Fuck you James! I’m out of here.”
 
        I open the locks and jump out of the car. What a prick! He just… and he… then he… oh my god… I’m so angry I could punch him. 
 
        “Get back in the car Maya,” he sighs and reaches for my elbow. I pull my arm away and flag down a cab. “Maya…” I quickly climb in and shut the door, he can’t stop me because he’d have to manhandle me and he knows if he climbs in I’ll probably just shove him out anyway. After giving him the finger, I watch him run his hands through his hair in defeat. I bark out my address to the driver and call the doctors on the way home to reschedule my appointment. DJ’s receptionist is really nice about it and promises not to inform James of my new scan date. She should for what I’m paying for her. Got to love patient confidentiality.
 
    
 
   James: I’m sorry!
 
    
 
   Maya: I’m done.
 
    
 
        When I get home I stomp to the bathroom, making sure to put all the locks on the front door first and run a bath. After lighting a few candles, adding bath salts and bubbles I sink into the hot water. I’m too angry to be upset. Dammit I want to fire that bitch!
 
    
 
   But that would be wrong.
 
    
 
        Of course it would, it’s not her fault she got roped into this mess I still hate her though. Fuck him. What an asshole. 
 
    
 
        “MAYA!” I hear him pound on the door and start to shout. I hop out of the bath, turn on some soothing music full blast to drown him out. Ah, that’s better. “I can be your hero baby!” doo daaaah dooo. “I can kiss away the pain! And I will stand by you forever! You can take my breath away!” Out of the bath now and drying myself off. I stretch my arms out and belt it. “I CAN BEEEEE YOUR HERO!” It’s so not as much fun when there’s no one to walk in and join in. I miss Jacob.
 
    
 
        Can anybody else feel that strange clenching in my lower back? What am I on about? Of course you can’t. Whatever, it’s really freaking me out. It’s kind of painful and my belly keeps going tight. I remember reading something about this… that’s it. False labor. Commonly known as Braxton hicks contractions. My body is preparing for the birth. Ok, I can deal with this. It’s not bad enough for a painkiller so I’ll just go lay down until it passes. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        I do love lasagna. I feel like Garfield, I’m fat, I’m hairy… in parts I don’t want to think about… and I’m constantly lazing around feeling sorry for myself and eating lasagna by the bucket full. 
 
        “Up,” Sylvia says and pats my thigh. “We have to go.”
 
        I haven’t told her that James isn’t aware of this appointment. I doubt James will think of ringing his mom to find out either. It’s safe to say I’m a genius. With a sigh I let her help me up off the couch, she even sends me to the bathroom to wash my face like she would a child. On the way out she hands me a banana. I’ve just eaten two trays of lasagna… but yeah, I could eat more. 
 
        I’ve never been in a car when Sylvia is driving, she better not drive like an old lady.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Move out of the way you idiot!” she screeches whilst waving her fist around. Then she smiles at me, “Thanks for calling me for this one. Is this the final one?”
 
        I nod, “Yep. He has to do a cervical check in two weeks and then again two weeks later, to make sure the baby doesn’t suddenly become breach.” 
 
        “That’s good then, I’m looking forward to meeting this DJ character that Marie sounds fond of. You have some wonderful friends Maya,” everyone seems to be talking to Marie. Am I that out of the loop now? “Move it you pig!” She starts beeping at a guy walking across the road with a hotdog in his hand. “Get out of the way!”
 
        The guy flips her off. I giggle and sink further into my seat. The baby starts wriggling, perfect timing… not!
 
        “So, you and James?” she says rather carefully. “How’s that working?”
 
        “He’s dating someone,” I respond with blank features. “Zara from accounting.”
 
        Her mouth drops open, “That boy… he’s not is he? This is just some rumor right?”
 
        I shrug, “He told me himself. Told me when he wanted to ask her out… the same day as the baby shower he went on a date with her. Took her ice skating.” He’s never taken my ice skating. “Seems they’re hitting it off because he calls her his girlfriend.”
 
        She shakes her head and sighs but says nothing. I don’t think she wants to get involved and in all honesty, I don’t want her involved. Wriggle, wriggle. Please hurry up and get comfy.
 
        “I can see your belly bouncing around… nice coat by the way.” She adds as we pull up to DJ’s clinic. I wait for her to finish groping me before climbing out.
 
        “I went out to the park and for lunch with Lucas, my coat zip broke right after I discovered my bazunga’s had leaked all over my grey shirt. As you can imagine that wasn’t a good day for me,” I sigh and scowl when she stifles a laugh with her fist and then tries to cover it up with a cough.  “Not funny.”
 
    
 
    
 
        “We should wait for James,” Sylvia announces as DJ gets the machine ready. 
 
        “I can’t wait any longer, I have three other patients waiting,” he smiles and starts the scan. Sylvia’s eyes go all tearful as soon as the heartbeat sounds and the screen lights up with my baby’s face. I don’t look, I want her looks to be a surprise. 
 
        “So DJ, what happens if two of your women or even three go into labor at the same time?”
 
        “I’ll just stand in the center of the room with a net,” he winks playfully at me. I laugh which makes the little monkey wriggle around yet again. “It’s only happened once. And fortunately those labors were both so different in time that I delivered one first and the next five hours later. So I tend to take patients with at least four weeks difference between them.”
 
        “Makes sense. I think the net idea is good too though,” he chuckles with me and starts taking the measurements as Sylvia watches. “She’s the perfect weight and size. I estimate her to be about seven three on birth. I’m usually only off a few ounces.”
 
        Sylvia hums her approval and pats my belly, “That’s a good size.”
 
        Thank god for that, seven pounds seems so tiny. I just ate seven pounds of lasagna…
 
        “How are you feeling overall?”
 
        “I’m fine, I keep getting a stitch and Braxton hick’s attacks. Those annoy me, they’re becoming more frequent. Also is it normal to go to the bathroom so much and I don’t mean to pee?” 
 
        He nods with a small smile, “Yes. It’s just your body getting rid of all the bad stuff to prepare you.”
 
        “God really had it out for us women,” I grumble and shut my eyes. “Wake me up when you’re done.”
 
        “Any cravings?” I hear him ask. Of course Sylvia answers, “Lasagna, lemons and my home made chocolate fudge cakes. All separate of course.”
 
        Nap time.
 
    
 
    
 
        I climb into Sylvia’s car as she starts dialing James again. His phone is off, probably in bed with his whore. 
 
   I miss sex. Me too Libido. Me too. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Sylvia drops me home and goes off to meet her friends for dinner. It’s awkward when your fifty something ex-mother in law has a better social life than you. Although my quiet time isn’t long lived because it is now being disturbed by banging at the door. Sigh.
 
    
 
        I open it and James storms past me, his face like thunder, and his ranting begins, “I can’t believe you would do this to me! You promised I could be there! You fucking promised!”
 
        I grab my cool flannel from the table, lay back on the couch and put it on my forehead. Then I plug my music into my ears and stretch out as the baby wriggles. He tugs one of my earphones out. “Are you fucking kidding me Maya?”
 
        “Dude, totally got a brutal headache! Could you leave and call me later to shout shit at me that I don’t really care to hear and probably won’t even listen too.” I wave him off. “Thank you… bye, bye.”
 
         “Mom is mad at you.”
 
         “Your mom is always mad at me. Bye, bye.”
 
         “Stop being a bitch. We need to talk! We need to choose a name and make arrangements dammit!”
 
        “Don’t you have another female’s life to ruin? You know? Maybe go cheat on Zara and impregnate her? Or better yet, if you’re going to stay here while I ignore you why don’t you mount me, it’s been a while since I had any,” I wink at him and go to plug myself back in. He grabs my phone out of my hand and throws it across the room. It lands with a soft thump on the armchair in the corner. Nice throw, if I did that it would have missed and shattered. “Go away James.”
 
        He kneels next to the couch and presses his forehead against my shoulder, “Maya. I’m only going to say this once… please… please… stop this. I can’t take it. At least try to be… civil.”
 
        “That’s not a word that I have in my vocabulary. I’ll refer to the shitshonary later.”
 
        “The what?”
 
        “You know? The shitshonary, the dictionary of giving a shit.” 
 
         He rolls onto his back onto the floor, “Do you want me Maya? Is that what this is about? Do you want to be with me?” 
 
        “Not really. Although I wouldn’t mind fucking you a few times for old times’ sake.”
 
        “Then why… why are you fucking with my head?”
 
        “Unfortunately I’m not fucking anything… now go away.”
 
        He groans and sits back up, “Don’t I deserve to be happy?”
 
        “Don’t I?” Yeah… I like that. Don’t I deserve to be happy? I’m not whining and moaning every ten minutes and I’m having a baby in six weeks. I’m not fucking around, I’m not dating anyone and I’m also not… pining over… ok so maybe I’m pining just a little but he is the first man I’ve ever loved. Maybe the only man I’ve ever loved. “James. Do whatever the fuck you like. If you want to be there for the birth then leave me the fuck alone.” 
 
        He lifts his head from the couch and searches my eyes. His once twinkling greens now a dull hazel, he’s exhausted. “That’s what you want?”
 
        No. “Yeah. I can’t… I can’t be near you right now. Our marriage failed because you fucked someone else and now I’m heavily pregnant with your child and you’re fucking somebody else. It hurts… I know I ended it but… I dunno. I don’t know what the hell is wrong with me. I just know that I need you to fuck off and leave me the hell alone. Go to your girlfriend.”
 
        Please. Just leave. It hurts to look at you. 
 
    
 
         There’s a pause in the air, a moment of silence. Then soft lips meet mine, what the fuck? They move against me, a large hand slides over my breast and to the back of my neck. I tingle, I ache, and I’m becoming the other woman. I stop. “What, you weren’t satisfied with cheating on me? So now you’re cheating on her… WITH ME?” I’m now sitting up, or attempting too. Now I know how a turtle feels when flipped upside down.
 
        “Fuck Maya,” he grunts and sits backwards onto his ass. “Zara is… I don’t know! I’m still in love with you.” Wait… what? “I just… I want you to come home. I don’t want us to be over. Let’s be a family again. I can’t lose you and it’ll kill me if I can’t come home to my little girl every night.”
 
        I don’t move, I don’t react, “Go home. Now.” Ok, maybe that was a reaction.
 
        “Maya,” he pleads and presses his forehead against mine. I place my hand on his chest and throw him away from me. Why does he always do this? He did this before when he fucked bony blonde, he did it to get a reaction… how exactly did that work out for him? Oh look! Here we are now! Separated with an irreparable split between us and he’s still trying to get a reaction. How can he be so… so moronic? “Please.”
 
        “Fuck off. Now.” He sighs in defeat and stands. “Don’t call me anymore James. I really, really, can’t be bothered with these games.”
 
        “She’s my…”
 
        I finish for him, “Kid too. I know. We’ll do the one week on one off thing when she’s a little older. We’ll even name her Evelyn if you get the fuck away from me.”
 
        I hear him sniff followed by his footsteps disappearing down the hall. Wriggle. Sigh. The footsteps stop, the door opens. “Maya, I’m sorry. Don’t hate me.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Sinus blocker: Next time you decide to use me behind my sons back… don’t bother. I’m extremely disappointed in you.
 
    
 
   Maya: Duly noted. Please accept my sincerest apologies.
 
    
 
   Sinus blocker: Don’t keep shutting him out Maya.
 
    
 
   Maya: Are you kidding me? He’s the one playing games. Dating someone trying to get a reaction from me. Do me a favor and tell your son that when he becomes a real man to give me a call. And everyone else can stop getting involved. It’s not fair.
 
    
 
   Sinus blocker: Then stop getting us involved.
 
    
 
   Maya: At least I told you about the appointment. Next time I won’t. I didn’t do it to get one up on James I did it because I thought you’d want to be there… I didn’t want James there. He’s been nothing but nasty these past few weeks and I can’t deal with the added stress. 
 
    
 
        She doesn’t reply. I don’t expect her too. 
 
    
 
   Maya: I have a cervical in 2 weeks. You don’t have to be present for that. But I won’t leave you out again. 
 
    
 
   James: Thank you. I’ll pick you up. Just let me know the time and date.
 
    
 
   Maya: Already sorted but thanks anyway. 
 
    
 
   James: I am sorry. 
 
    
 
   Maya: I know. Me too. 
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        Another two weeks have flown by and I can honestly say I’ve done nothing but become a master hermit. I should get an award for this. Now I’m officially on maternity leave I’m struggling on what to do with my days. Summer has been coming round, she took me to get a bikini wax. I feel much better after that. I haven’t spoken to James or Sinus blocker. Marie is still a constant as always. Lucas has been a couple of times too but nothing new to report there.
 
    
 
        Now I’m laid on a bed in DJ’s clinic and I have my legs in stirrups whilst he looks up my tunnel with some weird clamp thing that is extremely uncomfortable. James is sat by my head reading a magazine. 
 
        “You’re cervix is soft.” The doctor says and James puts his magazine down, his attention now captured. “It’s a little early but I’m not concerned yet. You’re almost a centimeter dilated. I want you on bed rest so we can avoid premature labor. There’s little risk to the baby if she does decide to come now but I’d prefer to keep her cooking another four weeks.” He removes the clamp and pulls off his gloves. “I’ll leave you to get dressed.”
 
        “Bed rest? I’m already on bed rest, hell, I haven’t cooked in about two weeks, the only time I move is to get a drink, go to bed or use the bathroom,” I snort and go behind the awesome Chinese style partition to get dressed. James leans forward so his elbows rest on his knees, I come out from behind the partition and sit on the bed. “Could you?” I hand him my boots and socks. I can’t bend enough to get them on. 
 
        He smiles widely, as if happy to just be doing something, “Sure.” He begins by pulling one of my feet onto his lap and pulls the sock on. Once that’s on he bends forward and kisses my ankle before pulling on my boot and starting on the other one. “I’ll go pack a bag.”
 
        “Oh no, you are not using this as an excuse to move in.”
 
        “It’s not up for discussion.”
 
        “No, you’re right. It’s not up for discussion. All you do is stress me out. Don’t forget the arguments, the name calling. I know where I stand with you James and right now I can’t deal with you. Hell… I’d prefer sinus blocker over you.”
 
         The door opens and DJ walks in, effectively silencing our argument, “All sorted?” we both nod. “Ok, remember. Bed rest for the next three weeks at least.”
 
        “Sure,” James smiles and takes my bag, he puts it on his shoulder, bends down and scoops me up before I can protest. “Come on then.”
 
        “What are you doing? Put me down!” I hiss at him. DJ just chuckles and opens the door. I daren’t kick or struggle in case he drops me and in my condition that would be bad. “Are you crazy? I weigh about a thousand pounds right now! Put me down!”
 
        “Please,” James laughs once and nods as the receptionist opens the entrance door for us. “Stop being a baby.”
 
    
 
        He deposits me in the car and even goes as far as to strap me in. “Let’s get you home, I’ll make you some dinner.”
 
        “You mean cereal?” 
 
        “Ok, I’ll get my mom to bring over some Lasagna and cake and we’ll chill, watch movies and I promise I won’t even talk to you. You won’t notice I’m there.”
 
        “Whatever,” I sigh and close my eyes for a moment. “Tell her to make it a double fudge chocolate and we have a deal.”
 
    
 
    
 
        I watch as he takes in the house again. Ok, so maybe I’ve gone a little overboard with the whole nesting stage, everything is clean and the place stinks of bleach. “You said you’ve barely left the couch.”
 
        “Well… I haven’t I’ve only done about two hours a day and spent the rest on my ass.” He runs his finger over the mantelpiece. “Is there dust? I should polish that again.”
 
        “Sit,” he pushes me gently to the couch, even fluffs up the pillows for me and brings me a black fluffy comforter from my bed. “I’m going to go and pack a bag. I won’t be long. Mom is on her way with lasagna and the ingredients to make the cake you want.” Yes! I can lick the spoon and bowl clean. 
 
        I curl up on the couch and turn on the TV, there’s zero on so I buy a movie. Sigh. 
 
    
 
        “I’ll go set up the spare room first,” James says without question. Is it wrong that I really do not want him here? Or is it wrong that I also do? I wonder what his ‘girlfriend’ thinks. Fucking bitch.
 
        Sinus Blocker just walked in the building. There’s a crucifix above the door to prevent things like this from happening. I think it’s faulty… she doesn’t burst into flames or anything! Thank god she doesn’t because I can now smell warm lasagna and my belly is growling like a caged lion. 
 
        “I’m gonna go grab some of my things,” James calls, I hear the rustling of his jacket and the jingle of his car keys. 
 
        I lift my hand so he can see it over the back of the couch and wave goodbye. Wriggle. Yuck, that’s so damn weird. My belly looks freakish. I don’t know why but I decide to film it just for the hell of it and then I send it to Jacob. 
 
    
 
   Jacob: That’s wicked cool. It looks like she’s trying to break free.   
 
    
 
        “Lasagna for the pregnant lady,” Sylvia announces and holds out a plate for me. I sit up and rest it on the top of my belly. Yep, I can do this with cups, plates, bowls and books. It’s kind of fun at times. “Enjoying that?”
 
        I wipe my mouth on a napkin and nod like a child. “Can I have more?” She happily obliges and gets on with making the cake. James returns just as it’s put in the oven. Oh my lord that smells fucking beautiful.
 
        “You have lasagna all around your mouth and on your nose… it’s also on your cheekbone,” I glare at him and wipe my face with the damp cloth he fetches me. “Hey, I’m not moaning. It’s good to see you eat. Means a fatter and healthier baby.”
 
        “Whatever. Where’s the lady with my cake?” 
 
        “It’s still going to be another hour. It has to cool and then I have to decorate it,” Sylvia chuckles and sits on the armchair. James pulls my feet onto his lap and starts rubbing my ankles and calves before I can pull them away. “Both of you need to get over this split between you. I’m sorry… I promised I wouldn’t interfere but you’re bringing a life into the world. A life that will absorb everything you feel. At least come to a truce.”
 
        I know she’s right and I completely agree. Doesn’t mean I have to like it.
 
    
 
        “Fine, from this moment forth we are friends. Only.”
 
    
 
   With benefits.
 
    
 
         “Deal,” James smiles and slides my pants leg up to my knee. “Now relax.” Oh god, that feels amazing. Maybe I’ll just close my eyes for just a second.
 
    
 
    
 
         “Let her sleep, she’ll eat the cake when she’s awake,” I hear James whisper. I rub my eyes and sniff the air, hmm, warm fudge, “Did somebody mention cake?”
 
        James lets out a laugh followed by a sigh. He moves from the couch as I straighten myself and wipe the dried drool from my face. Nice. Not.
 
    
 
        “I am sorry about what I said,” James suddenly says as I’m eating my third slice of cake. Ok, so my hips may now have love handles and my stomach may now be the size of the Grand Canyon but I am pregnant so that’s my excuse. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”
 
        “Just don’t. I really just want to get her out first then we can drop her off with your mom and argue and scream all we want. Sylvia’s right, we’re being selfish. The stress is bad for her.”
 
        He seems to soften a little, the tension leaves his body. 
 
    
 
   Day One in the Johnson/ Freeman house
 
    
 
        Everybody is getting on just fine. No complaints necessary. James continues to work from his computer and fawn over myself and the baby every time I call or every free moment he gets. Visitors of the day include Marie, Lucas and Amelia. Marie and Lucas spent their time throwing paper balls at me in an attempt to find out if I have my own gravitational pull. They leave cackling and hanging on to each other like drunks. Amelia succeeds in slapping her father and Marie seeing as I’m not allowed to move. Sylvia sends over more cake and Lasagna. It is safe to say I have been rather well fed.
 
    
 
   Day Two in the Johnson/ Freeman house
 
    
 
        James had to leave today to check on a lab who are currently under investigation for producing and distributing illegal drugs. Nothing to be concerned about, just somebody pissed off with somebody and got their revenge by spreading lies. It’s actually a common occurrence but usually the rumors are not so aggressive. Baby has not stopped moving all day, as you can imagine this has caused me sever discomfort and back ache for which James has provided me some amazing back rubs. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Day Three in the Johnson/ Freeman house
 
    
 
        Back ache is continuing and seems to have some kind of vendetta against me. My entire lower body is screaming. James helps me by running me a bath and the pain fades. 
 
        Sylvia popped round again and brought Amelia with her, Amelia who continues to ask why James gave me seeds because I don’t look like I’m happy about the baby. I didn’t look like I was happy because I could barely walk. Now I’m in bed watching a movie with Summer. This is the life.
 
    
 
   Day Four in the Johnson/ Freeman house
 
    
 
        Tensions today have risen between myself and James because I want him to take me to get a wax and a spray tan. He says he is not changing my orange sheets every single night. We come to the conclusion that he should bring his house keeper over here for a bit and I get my wax and spray tan. I also reminded him that tanned fat looks better than white fat. Which earned me an eye roll. 
 
        I was not impressed when he received a call from Zara during my tanning appointment and actually stepped outside to take it. 
 
    
 
        “How is she with you living here?” I ask as we drive home. I keep my tone neutral, I’m really trying to be calm. Even if I do want to shove his phone up his ass. 
 
        “She’s fine.” He mumbles and glances over at me. “I’m going to call my mom. I’m going out for a bit later.”
 
        Fuming, fuming, and fuming. “Does she know you’re still in love with me James? As a woman I’d be pretty pissed off if I found out the guy I’m dating is not only living with his ex but having a baby with her and he’s in love with her.” 
 
        “It’s none of your business. She knows I’m living with you, she knows you’re pregnant as for the rest that doesn’t matter. You don’t want me Maya. I’m trying to be happy.”
 
        “What, and you can’t be happy by being single?” I scoff and cross my arms over my chest. “Maybe I should start dating too!”
 
        “Maya,” he bites out like I’m an idiot. “You’re eight months pregnant. Don’t be fucking stupid.”
 
        My mouth drops open, who the hell does he think he is? “So you’re allowed to date and I’m not?”
 
        “When the baby is born and you’re feeling better, go fucking nuts. There is no way in hell you are sleeping around with my child in your god damn womb.”
 
        “Right, nice to know how equal our relationship is.” I climb out of the now still car and stomp to my house. I even go as far as to slam the door in his face. What an ass.
 
    
 
        I watch him leave with Sylvia at my side, I watched him come out of the shower and do his hair and shave and get all sexy like. Then I watched him leave. I’ve never hated something more in my life than I now hate his new woman. Sylvia isn’t talking to him.
 
        He comes back five hours later.
 
        “Did you have fun?” I ask a little sarcastically. “Where’d you go?”
 
        “We went to dinner.”
 
        I’m pretty sure dinner doesn’t take five hours. “And?”
 
        “To see a movie.” I want to see a movie.
 
        “Did she choke?”
 
        “No, why would she choke?”
 
        I sigh a little dramatically, “That’s unfortunate.” 
 
        He just rolls his eyes and leaves the room. Ass hole.
 
    
 
    
 
   Day Five in the Johnson/Freeman household
 
    
 
        I look like a beached whale. It’s official, I can no longer see my feet, at all. Even if I bend. My bladder is being punches the hell out of and the baby won’t stop moving. My back aches, my heartburn is back and I can’t stop eating lemons. Also the urge to clean is becoming so bad James has to watch me so I don’t move. I’m still not talking to him by the way. 
 
        Although I had fun with Sylvia last night, she’s teaching herself to knit, it was hilarious. She couldn’t even get the wool around the needles right. I had to do that for her. I learnt to knit in school but I hated it. 
 
        James has been as happy as a clown all day, making jokes and trying to play with me. I’ve completely blanked him. What infuriates me even more is the fact he’s been constantly texting and laughing at his fucking phone. Ass hole.
 
    
 
    
 
   Day Six in the Johnson/ Freeman household
 
    
 
        Jacob called! He’s furious about James dating whilst living with me. Even more furious that he won’t leave even though I’ve told him to numerous times. It’s like he’s purposely rubbing it in my face. Oh, and get this! Guess what James asked me!
 
    
 
        “Zara wants to meet you. I think she’s nervous about our relationship.”
 
        “Are you fucking kidding me? What the fuck is your problem?” Now I do not under any circumstances condone violence but this was one of them moments that I just had to throw something at him. More specifically I threw books at him and screamed at him to get out. He did… for all of half an hour. 
 
    
 
        My heart feels like it wants to burst. Especially when he says, “You don’t even love me anymore Maya. So why the fuck are you acting so damn jealous?”
 
        To which more books went flying. Of course I still love him. He’s always in my fucking face! How can you possibly get over someone who’s always there? 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Day Seven in the Johnson/ Freeman household
 
    
 
        “Maya? What’s wrong?” he asks after answering.
 
        “You’ve been gone four hours. I was wondering if you were coming back.”
 
        “Is my mom driving you crazy?”
 
        Actually nope. “No, not at all. I was just worried. You said you’d be an hour. That was four hours ago.”
 
        “Sorry!” I hear a sickly sweet female voice call out. “I roped him in to going to lunch.”
 
        I hang up. My heart is hammering against my ribcage. I’m so… fucking… ouch. Knowing about it is one thing but actually hearing it is another. 
 
        I can’t help it, I sob. Thick salty tears stream down my face as I cry and cry and fucking cry. He’s moved on. That should be me going to lunch with him. Me riding in a car with him. It should be me! What’s worse is Sylvia sits there and tries to cheer me up by telling me what an idiot he is. 
 
    
 
        He returns only half an hour later. Sylvia… shocking the hell out of us both shouts, “Get your shit and get the hell out! Now!” We both gape at her tiny form shaking with anger. “I raised you better than this. Now leave.”
 
        “You can’t tell me to leave!” he snaps back but I can see his nerves getting the better of him.
 
        “I can and I am. I’ve packed your things. I don’t ever… and I mean ever want to see her…” she points at me. “Cry like that again. Now leave.”
 
        “But…”
 
        “NOW!” 
 
        He looks to me for help, “Maya…”
 
        “I’m with her. I want you out. You’re a dick James.”
 
        “Why? What did I do?”
 
        “Are you honestly that blind?” I’m seething. “You really don’t get it do you?”
 
        “If this is about Zara I’ll end it with her… I’ll stay here.”
 
        I laugh once, “No thanks. Not only do I not want her sloppy seconds but I also don’t want you.” 
 
        “You know what… fine,” he throws his hands up in defeat and stomps to his room. “Call me when she goes into labor.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349459]Chapter Twenty Six
 
    
 
        I’m seven days away from my due date. My cervix is one centimeter dilated and it’s safe to say I’m crapping my panties. I’m so damn scared. 
 
        According to Marie, James and Zara broke up the day after he left here. Not like I care. He didn’t come to my appointment last week and he hasn’t been in touch since his mom kicked him out. 
 
        If you remember Sylvia and I bonded before when I almost died. Yeah, well we’ve bonded again. I actually enjoy her being here. She doesn’t push me, doesn’t boss me around she basically just helps out and looks after me. I’m now officially allowed to move around as there is zero danger to me going into labor. DJ thinks it could be any day now as baby is in the right position and her head is right down. So, Sylvia has been researching ways to kick start labor because I’m annoyingly frustrated.
 
    
 
        Marie brought round seven pineapples. Yep, apparently seven pineapples will kick start labor. I immediately responded, “Well if I manage to eat that many pineapples my stomach would most likely stretch in size and push the baby out of my belly button.” I mean… is this even physically possible? Not the baby through the belly button but the eating of seven pineapples. It sounds impossible.
 
        “Come on,” she chuckles as Lucas walks in. “Eat.” I take the bowl full of chopped pineapple and start chomping down. “I’ll go juice the rest.”
 
        Summer is here also, she thinks jumping jacks and going for a long walk will help so she’s brought this exercise step with her so I don’t have to go out into the rain. Now I’m eating pineapple whilst stepping up and down on this fucking thing. Gah. My friends are crazy. 
 
        Back to Lucas. 
 
    
 
        “What are you…? I don’t want to know. Don’t tell me.” He then takes a paper bag full of groceries into the kitchen, Amelia sits next to Marie on the couch and watches me with her inquiring eyes. “I’m making chili for dinner. Spicy food should get you started.” Another miracle labor starter. How wonderful.
 
    
 
   More like a shit volcano starter. 
 
    
 
   They mean well.
 
    
 
        I’m loving the fact they’re here trying to get this baby out of me. What I’m not loving is the methods in which they are choosing to help with. 
 
    
 
        “SEX!” Marie practically screams and holds her phone in the air. “Just found another one. Apparently the stimulation of the nipples and an orgasm via sex can bring on labor.” She looks around frantically and then frowns. “Where’s James?” her hands go to her hips and then she glances towards the clattering in the kitchen. “Lucas?” Summer and Sylvia both grab her before she says something I’ll probably sit on her for.
 
         “James should be here for this,” Summer says solemnly as she braids Amelia’s hair. “Should we call him?” I shrug, I really don’t care. 
 
    
 
   Sex does sound tempting.
 
    
 
        No, it really doesn’t. How would it even work? I have a soccer ball glued to my front. It really sucks to be me. Up, down, up, down. I’m still doing my steps when the bowl of pineapple is taken from my hands and a warm cup of foul smelling water is thrust at me.
 
        “Drink this,” James says and winks at me. “It’s raspberry leaf.” Again? I tipped this in the plant by the couch the last time he gave it to me. “I put a little lemon juice in it.” Oh joy. 
 
        I’m desperate enough that I pinch my nose and down the contents. I need to sit down now, I’ve been doing this step thing for the past thirty minutes. My stamina sucks.
 
        “When did you get here?”
 
        “Summer called me half an hour ago,” wow, has that much time really passed? “Is it ok that I’m here?”
 
        I narrow my eyes playfully, trying to establish a no tension temporary bond between us, if that makes sense? “Are you going to make me eat seven pineapples, chilies and do a million step ups and downs?”
 
        He shakes his head and smiles back, that smile that I claimed so long ago, “No.” He takes the cup from my hands and puts it on the coffee table before wrapping his arms around me and hugging me tight. My belly kind of separates us. It’s a little funny, especially when she starts wriggling. “Sit.” I do as I’m told and park myself between Amelia and Sylvia.
 
        I then watch as he pulls out a birth ball still in a flat box and starts to blow it up. When it’s done I sit on it instantly, it’s so comfy, ahhh. That’s nice. James holds my shoulders as I bounce a little so I don’t fall. He also rubs my shoulders… heaven, pure fucking heaven. I hate our up and down relationship at the moment but I have to admit, I’m relieved he’s no longer seeing Zara. God knows why. I broke up with him right?
 
    
 
        “It’s good you’re here James,” Marie chirps in but before she can finish Summer slaps her hand over her mouth again making her cackle like a hyena. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Unfortunately labor doesn’t begin and everyone leaves, apart from Sylvia who is currently helping me clean the kitchen. I’m going to miss this woman when she leaves. She’s actually a really nice person, just a little rough around the edges and set in her ways. James left twenty minutes ago after giving me a back rub. We didn’t talk, there’s nothing to be said. I think we’ve fucked it, part of me wants him to ask for me back. Part of me thinks I’ll say yes. The other part is telling me far too much time has gone by and far too many arguments have made the cracks in our feeble connection start to glow. 
 
        James has never been a verbally angry person but recently I’ve pressed his buttons too much which has clearly caused him to say some extremely hurtful things. I am a verbally angry person so it’s to be expected of me. When you know someone says a lot of shit when they’re mad you learn to not listen to it, but when someone level headed doesn’t ever say a bad word no matter how angry and they suddenly start calling you all the names under the sun, part of you wonders whether or not it’s true. 
 
         I need to pee again, all this thinking is effecting my bladder. That doesn’t look right! Oh my god. I’m bleeding! No. “Sylvia!” 
 
        “What is it?” I hear her burst into the bedroom.
 
        “There’s blood in my underwear.”
 
        “Let me see,” Ok, well this is awkward. “That’s just your bloody show. It means your plug is loosening.” How does she know that? “I read the baby books.” So did I! “It’s mucus and brown rather than red. Definitely the show. Shall I load pictures on the internet to compare it too?”
 
        “No, no, that’s ok. I trust you,” phew. “Nothing came away when I wiped. I remember reading something about it too.”
 
        “Yeah, it usually occurs a week before labor happens but that’s not always the case. I’ll call James. He should be here just in case.”
 
        Great.
 
    
 
        Half an hour later James rushes in and starts fussing over me. He even has this weird baby heartbeat device and straps it to my stomach. I have to admit, falling asleep to that sound is one of the best things in the world. 
 
    
 
        My due date comes and DJ performs a membrane sweep. That’s not pleasant and had me crying out in pain. It’s where they run a finger around the plug to release the sack or something. Hell if I no. 
 
        Now I’m back at home with James and Sylvia, my swollen ankles are resting on his lap as Sylvia runs around, making sure everything is in the overnight bags and ready to go by the door just in case. I suggest they put it in the car which according to Sylvia is a brilliant idea. Which leads to me asking if James has installed the car seat yet. He’s shocked that I know something he doesn’t. Ha. So off they go with the bags and the car seat and such while I lay on the couch and make one of Amelia’s Barbie’s fall off the mountain that is my stomach and die a most painful death.
 
        “Still making noises?” James chuckles on his way in. I flip him off and continue to make Barbie gurgle and spit and cry for help until… oh no! The remote goes flying down and whack, ends her poor little life. I’m evil. I know. “You’re a strange being.”
 
        “And you have smelly feet.”
 
        “I do not.”
 
        “You can’t smell it because you’re so used to it. They smell like crackers and cheese.”
 
        He pinches my thigh, I yelp and giggle. My back is aching like a bitch. 
 
        “I’m getting Braxton hick’s again,” I sigh and reveal my shiny pudgy. We watch as it tightens and my back aches. “DJ said this would be normal after the sweep right?”
 
        James nods and leans forward to press his lips to my stomach. I smile and run my fingers through his hair. It’s so soft, like silk or feathers. “Want me to run you a bath?”
 
        I nod, a small smile teasing my lips, “That would be great.”
 
    
 
        He sits with me while I’m in the bath, we argue about names. He really loves the name Evelyn. I don’t dislike it, it just doesn’t feel right. Although the abbreviation Evie, that kind of works for me. We may be able to reach a happy medium. 
 
        Twinge, spasm, ouch. My back really hurts. Stupid false labor.
 
        I tuck myself into bed, James sits beside me and rubs my back. I fall to sleep as his magic fingers continue to work their magic. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “I am not taking you to get a spray tan and a wax! You’re a day overdue!” James snaps. Lucas and Marie start sniggering behind their hands. Why are they here again? “Not a chance. No way.”
 
        “Marie, can you take me to get a spray tan and a wax. I really don’t want the doctor looking down there and wondering where the hell my cunny has gone,” I stick out my lower lip. “Please?”
 
         “Certainly milady, shall we get out nails done too?”
 
         “Yes, a mani-pedi sounds perfect.” It really does. “My hair needs a trim too.”
 
         “Are you crazy?” James practically squeals. I glare at him, “Even if I do happen to suddenly go into labor the baby isn’t just going to fall out! If you come too you can keep an eye on me.” He relents and grabs his coat, Lucas shrugs and follows suit. Off to the day spa we go.
 
    
 
        Ok, so we go a little overboard, we get facial’s, mud baths, massages, we get our hair and nails done, makeovers and of course a wax. 
 
        “No, no, no. AH!” Lucas squeals like a little girl. We’ve forced him to get his chest waxed, I’m laughing so hard I can barely stand. “Stop it!” he practically shouts at the beautician or whatever you call them, she’s trying not to laugh but failing miserably. James is holding his brothers shoulders to stop him from bucking like an angry donkey. “No! No! OW!” She pulls another strip off without even giving him a moment to breath does another and another. The entire time he screams, curses and threatens us with serious bodily harm. All of which only makes us laugh even more. She puts a soothing lotion on his now shiny and bare chest, I watch his face relax and a sigh escapes his lungs.
 
    
 
        “I hate you all, I never want to see you again,” he pouts like a petulant child and slams the car door. Marie and I sit in the back behind the boys still sniggering. Oh yes, I filmed it, of course I did. He turns to look at me, “I didn’t hear any screaming when you got a wax.”
 
        I shrug, “I’m used to it. You big baby.” We head home, my back ache returns. This sucks. The ache travels from my back to my front. Damn it. “I need to lay down.” I state as soon as we enter. Sylvia is watching a knitting show, her needles in her hands. So far she’s managed to make a mangled scarf. Practice makes perfect though right?
 
    
 
        “My belly hurts,” I rub my lower abdomen as James rubs my back. It really hurts. It’s still false labor though. Right? The pains are erratic and a little painful but nothing concerning yet. They feel like they’re getting stronger but that could just be because I’m tired and fed up. “I need to go to sleep.” I can barely keep my eyes open.
 
        “Do you think it’s time?” James asks as he helps me to the bed. I shrug, he’s really asking me? I don’t even know when a turkey is cooked. Let alone a baby. “Try and get some sleep.” He helps me into my silk nightgown and goes to leave. I pull him down beside me and press my back against his chest, his warmth feels so good. So soothing. 
 
        “No, don’t leave,” I feel him smile against my shoulder in between gentle kisses. “James?”
 
        “Yes babe?”
 
        “You know you said before that I don’t love you anymore?”
 
        I feel him tense, he asks cautiously, “Yeah?”
 
        I stretch and yawn. “It’s not true. I do love you.” His breath hitches and he buries his face in my hair. “My belly hurts.”
 
        “I know baby, I know.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349460]Chapter Twenty Seven
 
    
 
        So warm, need to pee. I check the digital clock on my bedside table. It’s four thirty in the morning. 
 
        Fuck. That definitely wasn’t a twinge, that really fucking hurts. My entire lower stomach is clenching and tightening. It’ll pass… it’s not real. Right?
 
        I take a few deep breaths and pad into the bathroom to do my business. Then I pad back into the room and sit on the bed, James is still sleeping. He looks so peaceful. I shouldn’t wake him. 
 
        Four minutes pass and I feel it building. Oh dear god. That really hurts, it’s manageable though. I can handle this. Just lay down and go to sleep for a little longer. 
 
        Laying down I turn on my side, James instantly wraps around me. I’ve missed my tentacle monster. With slow deep breaths the pain releases and I’m once again ok, although I am feeling a little nauseous, and hungry. 
 
        Just shut your eyes and sleep Maya. I find myself dozing between a state of awareness and the land of nod. Hell, I miss Numbland. 
 
    
 
    
 
        “AH!” I cry out, I can’t help it. My breath becomes labored, my mind instantly working my lungs as it tries to control the pain in my lower abdomen. James instantly jolts up. “Time.”
 
        “Time?” 
 
        “What time is it?” I check the clock. I must have dozed off. It’s almost six in the morning. “Shit. It’s time.”
 
        “Time?”
 
        I narrow my eyes at him, “Are you fucking stupid? It’s time. I’m in labor.” I swear, if I’m not I will freak. “Ow, ow, ow.” Here comes another.
 
        “MOM!” James shouts a little frantically and starts pulling on clothes. Sylvia dashes into the room fully clothed, her hair in a mess around her face, she already has her coat on. “I heard her the first time she shouted. I’m ready.”
 
        “I’m glad you two are ready, I’m still in my nightgown,” I laugh a little. They both rush around and help me pull on sweats and a vest. James shoves my shoes onto my feet and follows me into the bathroom. Whilst I brush my teeth another sharp pain tears through me. I hum and breathe through it, my toothbrush gripped between my clenched teeth. James bless him starts finishing my teeth for me before doing his own. Sylvia quickly does her hair and shoves mine into a messy bun. “Let the others know. They’ll be pissed if you don’t.”
 
    
 
        James sends a group message and calls DJ who requests to speak to me directly. I put the phone to my ear, “Hello.”
 
        “Maya, how are we doing?”
 
        “Not too bad.” AHHHHH! “Ok,” I grit out mid contraction. “Maybe, a lot bad. But the in between is a good relief.”
 
        “Stay on the phone, I want to time your next contraction.” So we sit, he waits, listens to my breathing, and times the next two. “Ok. Go to the hospital. Maternity ward. I’ll meet you there.”
 
        Three minutes apart and starting to feel a little pressure but it’s honestly not that bad yet. Of course it hurts but it’s not so painful where I want to numb it all. 
 
        James drives like a madman to the hospital. It’s rather fun, kind of like being on a rollercoaster that doesn’t go upside down. I find the swerving rather relaxing. Sylvia rubs my back for me the entire way, this also helps. 
 
        DJ greets us as soon as we step onto the labor ward. I’m so relieved to see him I almost hug him. He’s in blue scrubs, not his normal attire and takes us straight to a private room. It has a bed on one side and a large round bath on the other, it’s really cozy and warm. It even has tea and coffee making facilities. I get struck with another contraction as soon as we enter the room. James stands behind me as I bend over the bed and rubs my back.
 
       I take back what I said before. I’m really, really not enjoying this. Sylvia is grinning from ear to ear, James just looks like he’s about to shit himself with worry and DJ is casually whistling the mission impossible theme tune which really isn’t helping. I tell him as such which only makes him laugh and flick my ear. He just flicked me!
 
        DJ then goes on to fill the tub, I watch the steam rise as hot water shoots from the tap. James helps me dress into a bikini, the top part is a red vest that goes over my belly, and the bottoms are just red hot pants that will most likely be coming off soon.
 
    
 
        “Come on baby,” James breathes softly in my ear, I’m literally clinging to him like a lifeline. Oh man this hurts. “Deep breaths.”
 
        “I don’t like this,” I whimper as the contraction subsides. “Can’t you just pull it out?”
 
        DJ shakes his head and motions for me to lay back. Off go the panties, I literally have zero modesty right now. “I’m going to check you to see how dilated you are.”
 
        James kisses my forehead. I feel DJ’s hand tug at my inside and bite my lip to stifle the cry. Fuck, that really fucking hurts. “Ouch! Dude, do you have to pull?”
 
        He just chuckles again, that’s really infuriating. “You are five centimeters dilated. Half way there Maya. You can do this.” He covers me up with the thin hospital blanket. My eyes catch the little plastic cot in the corner, it has a contraption of some sort going above it, that looks like it may light it up or something. They showed us one of these in class. I think they weigh the baby on it and such. “Do you want to get in the pool for a bit now?”
 
       I shake my head, “No, but I really feel like I need to push.”
 
       “You don’t need to push, you’re only five centimeters.”
 
        I’m fucking serious, “There’s a lot of pressure going on down there.”
 
        “Ok, let’s see what happens.” 
 
    
 
         I don’t just scream, I growl and squeeze James’ hand as another contraction rips through me, and another and another. Then I go for it, DJ holds a cloth of some sort between my legs. Is Sylvia filming this? Fuck that hurts. It won’t stop clenching, need relief.
 
         There’s a pop, a splash and wow, the pressure is gone. James starts laughing, like really laughing. I glance up and look at DJ who is unfortunately covered from his shoulders to his hips in my waters. They fucking projectile! I did not know this.
 
        “Sorry,” I say breathlessly and fall back. “Can I get in the pool now?”
 
        “Don’t worry, I should have been better prepared, this isn’t the first time it’s happened.” James is still laughing when DJ’s helper, another midwife called Georgia enters the room with a friendly smile. She takes one look at DJ and starts laughing with James. 
 
        “Should’ve aimed a bit higher,” she winks at me with pretty blue eyes and helps me step into the water. It’s a little hotter than I’d like but the relief is amazing. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        “No, no,” I cry and bite down on the plastic in my mouth before sucking in a lungful of gas. It does little more than make me dizzy and make my voice sound funny. “FUCK!” 
 
        James kneels on a cushion on the floor behind where I’m sat in the pool with my legs spread wide open and my head back. Sylvia is still filming but has promised not to get my foof in any of the shots. Although she apparently got a good side shot of the projectile waters. 
 
        “Come on baby,” James says, he’s no longer concerned but giddy as a clown. 
 
        “Stop telling me to come on. And I swear if you tell me to calm down one more time I will chew your face off!” I growl and that build up comes again. “No… I want the epidural.” I can’t take this. It tears through me as I puff on this useless fucking air. “I can’t… make it stop.”
 
        “Breathe Maya,” Georgia says soothingly. 
 
        “I want to get out of this pool, I’m not comfy,” I cry. I feel weak and delirious and tired. DJ comes over and turns me so my forehead is against James’ chest. I’m on my knees, my lower half under water. This actually feels a lot better. “Thank you.”
 
        Then I feel Georgia prodding at my entrance. Oh god. She warned me but I’m too tired to reply. This hurts so fucking bad! Another comes straight after the first, I no longer feel her hand.
 
        “She’s fully dilated,” Georgia grins at James who kisses my forehead. Sylvia gets closer and puts her hand on James’ shoulder. “DJ. It’s time.”
 
    
 
        “I hate you for this,” I mumble to James. “Really fucking hate you.”
 
        He just smiles wider as if I told him the total opposite. I mean it too. I’ll never forgive him for this pain. I want to squeeze his balls and… how long have I been here? Like, three hours? I know I’ve been in and out of the bath a few times, had the baby’s heart rate checked and such. I ask DJ. Apparently I’ve been here five hours and all of our friends are waiting outside. 
 
        Yay. Not.
 
         “I need to push,” fuck that hurts. It burns, it really stings. I push down as if pooping like instructed, it really does feel like I’m pooping in a way, gross, I better not actually poop. I concentrate fully on that, I don’t concentrate on anything else. My screams can probably be heard all the way to China. They keep telling me not to scream, to just push. I tell them all to piss off. I’ll scream as loud as I fucking want if it makes me feel better. 
 
       “Oh my god, I can see the head,” James laughs excitedly and kisses my forehead. “Baby. The heads out.”
 
        “I’m pushing here,” I snap and wave away their suggestions to look at the head between my legs. No thank you. I watched that woman giving birth on that video and almost fainted. Hell if I want to see myself pushing out a giant bubble. 
 
        Then DJ says something that freaks me out entirely, “Get ready to catch.” WHAT?
 
        His arms are submerged in the water which is now a little pink. Another contraction comes and with a tiny push the shoulders pop out followed by a strange slimy thing which I assume is the body, I feel a sharp sting and suddenly I’m being flipped over and something is being thrust into my arms. Then it begins, the most beautifully frightening sound I’ve ever heard. My mind comes back into the room and I realize I’m looking down upon the most gorgeous yet distressed gunky and purple face I’ve ever seen.
 
        “She’s all gooey,” is the first thing I say as the little girl wails in my arms. 
 
        James is staring down at her, his head resting on my shoulder. I feel something warm hit my shoulder, turning my head I see him crying with the largest smile on his face. 
 
        “Come on daddy, let’s cut the cord,” DJ slaps him on the back. Sylvia zooms in on James as he takes the scissors to the ugly tube thing and cuts.
 
        “She has my nose,” I sob. And she does, she actually has my nose. “She’s so perfect.” My heart soars and sings with instant love, with an instant connection too strong to put into words. Then she’s taken from my arms and carried over to the now lit up cot. I have to push out the placenta as DJ checks the baby. I won’t go into detail about this part… it’s disgusting.
 
        “Seven pounds and four ounces,” he shouts out and wraps her up. “She’s perfectly healthy.” 
 
        I’m helped out of the bath and wrapped in a warm white fluffy towel. Georgia leads me over to the clean bed. She even puts a pad in some of my lady boxers and helps me to put them on. DJ goes to hand her to me but I shake my head and point to James. I need a moment and so does he. 
 
        Sylvia who is stood beside me, is not only sobbing her eyes out but is also still filming. That takes skill. 
 
    
 
        I watch James as the little pink bundle is placed into his arms. I watch him carefully balance her on one arm so he can use his other to stroke her face. He starts crying again, or maybe he never stopped but the smile that brightens his face is a new one, it’s one solely for her. They rock side to side, the little girl no longer crying but squeezing his finger in her tiny hand and snoozing softly. My eyes burn, I don’t fight it, I let the emotion take over. How could I have not wanted this? 
 
        James catches my eye and smiles my smile at me, one full of so much love and respect. “I love you,” he mouths and looks back to his daughter. He stops suddenly and gasps, it has me panicking until he smiles and walks over. “She has your eyes.” Sure enough the little pink bundle has the unique violet color that I myself was blessed with from birth. “She’s perfect Maya.” He lifts her to his lips and kisses each of her tiny eyebrows. Georgia hands him a tissue, he takes it and wipes his eyes completely unashamed of his tears.
 
        “Let’s try breastfeeding then,” DJ announces and rubs his hands together.
 
    
 
        It’s not the most comfortable feeling in the world having hard gums latch onto your sensitive nipple and start sucking but it’s not the worst feeling either. James laughs at the face I pull and lays down beside me on the bed to help me get her situated. The whole latching on part was harder than I thought it would be but now I’ve done it once it’s not so hard. As instructed I swap boobies every so often. He says it’s a good way to stop my tubes getting clogged. I love how he explains everything in a way I can understand and a way that keeps me interested. 
 
        James kisses my forehead for the millionth time since laying with me. His finger lightly tickles our little girl’s hand. I feel something warm seep through the blanket. “She just peed on me.” Yet I’m still smiling. “That is so gross.” But in a way, it’s really not.
 
        “Good girl,” James chuckles and brushes his lips against his daughter’s forehead who genuinely looks just like him even though she has my eyes and nose. She has his shape eyes, his thick brown hair, his dimples and his full lips. Even Sylvia can’t believe the resemblance. DJ helps me wind her once she’s finished, as soon as she burps I hand her over to Sylvia who starts crying again. 
 
    
 
        “Can I get dressed now? Maybe have a shower?”
 
        “You can have a bath,” DJ agrees and looks at James. “You help her.” James follows without issue and helps me and my extremely sore and now empty body climb into the bath, wash my body and hair and then climb out. He also helps me dress in my pajamas and takes the babe so his mom can braid my hair. I climb into bed and let my head fall back onto the pillow. So tired. 
 
        “Have you got a name for her?” Georgia smiles as she writes on these tiny little white wristband things. 
 
        I look to James, seeing his love shine so brightly through his green eyes, “Evelyn?” 
 
        He beams at me and nods, “Evelyn.”
 
        “Evie for short.”
 
        “Evie. I love it.”
 
        “Me too.” 
 
    
 
        I watch as James puts a diaper on her and even dresses her in a cute little pink all in one. He puts a little hat on her head and little mittens over her tiny wrinkly hands, ever so gently, then he puts her in a cardigan and lifts her to his chest before climbing onto the bed with me and putting the blanket over us all. I snuggle into his side. Just for a minute, I’ll only close my eyes for a minute.
 
    
 
        For once in my life, I actually feel like everything is exactly as it should be. 
 
    
 
        “She’s sleeping,” I’m sure James whispers. I hear oohs and awws and coos. Must wake up. Brain does not compute. 
 
        “How can she look so good after just having a baby?” That’s Summer. “Give me the damn baby Lucas.”
 
        “No.” Well that told her.
 
        I hear Marie giggling, and then it stops. “Oh no… no, no. I do not want to… but… Lucas. I’ll drop her.” I manage to peek open an eye and see Lucas force Evie into Marie’s hands. My heart starts thrumming but Marie has a good hold on her. “Yeah, she’s cute… aww… she’s puckering her lips.” Summer darts over and snatches her. Going back to sleep now.
 
    
 
        It feels like only seconds later when I hear a high pitched wailing, and somebody presses their lips to my forehead. I feel so weird, so empty. Like if I stand too straight my back will keep going backwards. Yuck. 
 
        I rub my burning eyes from lack of sleep and slowly sit up. My tongue feels like I’ve been licking sheep and I can’t seem to peel my eyes open. “Here,” James says and places a drink in my hands. I quickly finish the water and smile at everyone in the room. It’s a sleepy smile but it’ll do. 
 
        “Hey momma,” Marie grins and flicks a pink balloon. “Congratulations.” There are a lot of balloons, cards and gift bags in here.
 
        “I’m so proud of you,” Summer says with a wistful tone and squeezes my knee. 
 
        Lucas deposits Evelyn into my arms, I’m instantly awake and smiling again. He bends over to kiss me on the temple, “Hey beautiful. Well done.”
 
        She’s in a cute little pink dress with frills and lace and a matching white cardigan. She’s even wearing tiny tights and pink dolly shoes. “Did you change her?” 
 
        James shrugs, “She was sick on her other clothes.”
 
        I roll my eyes, “That’s what bibs are for.” Summer hands me one from my bag. I glare at everyone and motion for them to turn around. “Have to get my tit out. You know where the wall is.” They oblige, I stick the kid on my breast. James gives them the ok to turn around again. 
 
        Marie cringes, “You look… really uncomfortable.”
 
        “This kid sucks like a vacuum. I swear she’s trying to pry my skin away,” I look down at her chubby pink cheeks and listen to her little noises as she drinks. “She’s so beautiful.”
 
        “That’s because she looks like me,” James says smugly. I don’t even have to tell Marie to slap him for that one, she does it all on her own. 
 
        I glance around and realize someone is missing, “Where’s Sylvia?”
 
        “She’s gone to get you something to eat from the café downstairs.” 
 
    
 
        Georgia chooses this moment to come back in. “I just want to take baby’s temperature and weigh her again. If she’s ok you’ll be free to leave as early as this afternoon.” Good point what time is it? I ask as much
 
        “You had her at ten fifteen and it is now,” James checks his watch. “Twelve thirty.” 
 
        She waits until I’m finished feeding her before taking her to do the tests. When she brings her back James instantly takes her. “She’s fine although her temperature isn’t brilliant. I’m going to get her a hot cot and we’ll see how she is in a few hours. Until then, strip her down to her diaper and go skin to skin for a while.”
 
        James immediately starts stripping her, and then himself. “I think she was talking about me,” I giggle, he shrugs and lays her face down on his chest after climbing in next to me. I tuck her in with a couple of baby pink blankets and kiss her cute head. Then I climb out of bed pull the blanket over them both and do a few stretches. Man I ache. 
 
        “How do you feel?” Sylvia asks as she comes in carrying a bag full of food and drinks. 
 
        “Tired and achy,” I sit in an ugly pink plastic padded chair between Marie and Lucas. “Starving.”
 
         I grab a chicken mayonnaise sandwich from the bag. Oh man, I haven’t had one of these in far too long! Hmm… So good. 
 
        “I swear my nungas have grown three sizes since having her.” I pull my top forward and look at my large and painfully swollen breasts. “And they hurt like a bitch.”
 
        “Totally normal,” Summer responds. “They’re full of milk. They’ll stop hurting in a week or two.” 
 
        Let me guess, she also read the baby books. Sigh.
 
        Why do I suddenly feel ten years older? Like the skies have opened and revealed all of the secrets of the world? I get that I’m going to be all super mom and stuff from here on out but I suddenly feel at peace. Really content. Like I suddenly have something new to understand and learn. Which makes sense because I do. It’s still a strange feeling. My boobs really ache. Am I wearing nipple pads? I prod that area for confirmation. Yep. 
 
        When I look over to the bed mid conversation I grab Sylvia’s camera and start snapping pictures. James is asleep, Evelyn is asleep, and it’s the most adorable thing I have ever seen in my life. 
 
        “So, when do we get to wet the baby’s head?” Marie asks, meaning, when is it we get to party. Everybody groans and rolls their eyes. I shake my head in amusement. Especially when DJ comes back in goes straight to the bed, missing me totally and stops when he sees James, scratches his head and looks around. 
 
        When he finds me he laughs, “Aren’t your roles reversed a little?”
 
        I shrug, “I’ve been daddy fried.”
 
        “Right,” he chuckles and starts asking questions. Have you pooped, have you been to the bathroom, how do you feel, let me check your blood pressure and temperature. Blah, blah, blah. Then I thank him profusely. Congratulate him and apologize for the vaginal spewing, he laughs again at this. Sylvia then rewinds the video much to my horror. All you hear is my extremely loud scream and splash. I can’t look, I will never watch that video ever. Although I get a high five from Marie as the others laugh and DJ threatens bodily harm if that ends up on YouTube to which I completely agree with him.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Here,” Sylvia hands me a tube of nipple cream and this weird green gel things. “I picked them up from the pharmacy downstairs, the green things help with the pain and the cream stops you from getting sore.”
 
        “Thank you,” I take them and head into the bathroom. Ah. That’s perfect. I pad over to James’ bed. “He’s still sleeping, he must be really tired.” I run my fingers through his hair. “Although I can’t deny the fact that I’m totally zonked myself.”
 
    
 
        I sit with the others watching rubbish on TV and filling up on junk food whilst James and Evelyn sleep softly. “It’s good that he’s getting sleep now, it means he can get up with her tonight whilst you sleep,” Summer pops a piece of candy into her mouth. “Win, win.”
 
        They stay another hour, taking pictures and such before leaving. Lucas manages to pry Sylvia away so she can go home, get changed and rest. There’s a rule on the labor ward that no children are allowed up unless they are the sibling of the newborn so unfortunately Amelia can’t come until tomorrow when we’re home.
 
        I slip into bed beside James who is still laid on his back with one arm by his hip and his other on Evelyn’s bottom. He’s even smiling in his sleep. This guy really wanted a baby. Not that I blame him, I can now see the appeal. As if by magic she starts whittling and moving her head side to side. 
 
        I laugh and snort, “Oh honey, you’re not going to find any milk there I’m afraid.” Is it normal for her to get so hungry so fast? Probably.
 
        I whip off my top and bra and bring her to my chest, James stirs as soon as she leaves his skin. His gorgeous sleepy greens blink open and a small smile touches his lips, “Hey.” He wraps his arm around my waist and snuggles into my side. “How are you feeling?”
 
        “I’m fine, Sylvia’s gone to get some rest and prepare for the arrival. The rest have left, they’ll be at ours tomorrow,” I explain and wince when the little pink bundle latches on. “Man, this is really weird. You should’ve seen her a second ago trying to nuzzle your chest for milk. It was so cute.”
 
        He kisses us both and rests his cheek on my shoulder, “You were amazing Maya. So strong and brave. Although… I wasn’t impressed when you called me a cock sucking son of a bitch. And a god damn ape with a prick on his head.”
 
        “Language.”
 
        He chuckles and kisses my arm, “I love you Maya.”
 
        “Yeah. I love you too.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349461]Chapter Twenty Eight
 
    
 
        We just walked in to mine and are shocked by the empty house. Everyone clearly wanted to give us our space. I half expected to find it full to the brim. This is better, much better.
 
        “I don’t know if I feel comfortable with her sleeping in the other room. I think we should bring the swinging crib into your room,” James scratches the back of his head and nods once. “Yeah. I’ll go do that. You go sit down. Try expressing or something so you don’t have to get up tonight.” Then he’s gone. Ok super dad. I do as I’m told. First I put Evie into the cute little brown and beige swinging chair, she looks so tiny in the thick padding. I press a button and it starts vibrating and rocking backwards and forwards slow and gentle. 
 
        “I’m hungry, want to order in?” I shout through to him. 
 
        I get a muffled response but I’m sure he says yeah so I order our usual from the Chinese place around the corner. Then I get the breast pump out and get on it, Sylvia must have sterilized the bottles for this exact reason. Thank god. I still don’t know how to work that machine.
 
        The pump is a lot comfier than actual breast feeding but unfortunately hardly anything is coming out, it’s the slowest trickle ever. Perfect… not. I keep at it though. I kind of hoped it would be like milking a cow you know? A few tugs and boom, the bottles full. 
 
        BANG! “You ok in there?” I shout to James. He gives me another muffled yes and finally exits my bedroom. “Sorted, where is she?”
 
        I point to the chair, he goes straight over and takes her out, still smiling before disappearing into her room. Probably to change her, I refuse to change her poopy diapers for the fact that it is not poop. It looks like black tar and is all sticky and horrible! It doesn’t bother him. I should be ashamed to admit it but I’m not, there’s no way in hell I’m touching that. 
 
    
 
        “I’ve asked Lucas to grab some more of my things, I’ve only got enough for a few days,” James says as we eat. 
 
        “We’ll talk about that later.” And we will, I’m not sure if I want us living together. Yes we called a truce and right now emotions are running high but I’m not taking him back based on the sole reason that we’ve just had a baby. I’ll let him stay for a week or two until I get the hang of things. We really need to think about this, because if we get back together for the wrong reasons then we’ll just break up again. “We need to take her to get registered. I’ll set up an appointment for tomorrow.”
 
        “Maya,” he has stopped eating and is looking at me. “Marry me… again.” The smile he gives me almost makes me say yes, it’s so boyish and cute. “Please.”
 
        I blink in shock, “Umm… let’s just eat and make it through the week. Ok?”
 
        “You’re going to make me leave aren’t you,” he puts his still full plate on the coffee table. “I won’t Maya. You can’t make me leave her.”
 
        With a sigh I place my own plate beside his, “Stop being an idiot. Let’s not talk about this now.”
 
        “Then marry me, we can be a family. We can start over. No more games, no more lies. No more bad shit between us. Just me, you and our little girl.” The desperate tone in his voice pulls at my heart strings but I can’t say yes.
 
        “Did you fuck her,” I blurt before my brain to mouth filter can kick in. “Honestly. Did you sleep with Zara?”
 
        His eyes go wide and his mouth drops open, “You broke up with me.”
 
        I’ll take that as a yes. “Are you going to answer my question properly or just let me assume the worst?”
 
        “I didn’t, I… didn’t have sex with her,” he sags into his seat and throws his arm over his eyes. “We did… we kissed and did other things. But not sex.”
 
         I nod, even though it fucking hurts to even picture him getting his rocks off with another female I can’t really say anything. “Ok. Let’s just drop it. No I won’t marry you and yes you can stay for a couple of weeks. You can still visit… and when she’s older you can start having her more.”
 
        He gapes at me, a horrified expression marring his beautiful features, “Are you joking? Please tell me you’re joking. Maya. Get over what happened. For Evelyn’s sake. For your own and for mine!” He crouches in front of me. “Don’t take her from me, not now. I can’t… I can’t handle it.”
 
        “I’m not taking her from you. You’re being dramatic.”
 
        “Really?” he lets out a humorless laugh. “How would you feel if I was saying this to you? Really? If I turned around now and said, I’m taking her with me in three weeks. I have rights Maya.”
 
        “You have rights to your child, you have zero rights to me.” Now I’m getting angry. It’s time to push this argument under the rug and leave it until later. “Drop it. We’re both tired, both emotional and both in need of some thinking time. Let’s just… not talk about this today. I only gave birth yesterday damn it. Now drop it, eat your dinner and back off.”
 
        His jaw clenches but he does as I ask and retakes his seat. I finish off my dinner which suddenly tastes like shit. We stay silent for the rest of the night, even when Evelyn needs feeding. I’ve put a bottle with a few ounces of milk in the refrigerator for James to use tonight, I tell him this before I head to bed leaving him on the couch with our little girl. Of course I want to stay awake but I’m shattered and really need just a couple of hours to keep me going. 
 
    
 
    
 
        She only wakes James up twice, he doesn’t seem to mind. I get up about six to feed her, James the tentacle monster is wrapped around me as per usual. Would coming home to this every day really be that bad? Can I honestly get past all of our differences and finally try to be a family? Or am I being an emotional sap and not thinking clearly under the circumstances. 
 
        Whatever the case I really should make breakfast. First things first, get Evelyn changed, I can’t wait to start dressing her like a little doll. I lift her from her crib and carry her into her room. What to choose. 
 
    
 
        “Something smells good,” James says and wraps his arms around me from behind. “You should be resting.” I pat his hands that are wrapped around me. “I’m fine. I promise.” I dump the stack of pancakes onto a plate followed by the meat. “Let’s eat, I’m starving.”
 
        James hands me a glass of OJ and a prenatal vitamin, “You should still take these. You’re breastfeeding.”
 
       Whatever. Hungry. 
 
        “Moms on her way,” he sits at the table and digs in. “She’s picking up Lucas and Amelia on the way. Is that ok?”
 
        “Sure,” It doesn’t matter to me. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Amelia takes one look at her dad holding the baby and starts crying, at first I thought it was because she was jealous. This is not the case. It’s because it’s her turn to hold the baby. We all laugh and sit Amelia down with Evelyn in her lap. They actually look a little like each other, it’s cute as hell. Amelia is very gentle and careful and smiles beautifully for the camera. 
 
        And then Evelyn starts crying, Amelia looks at her and says, “You sound like a cat. Be quiet.” Funnily enough Evelyn looks up at her turns her head and starts trying to chew on Amelia’s arm. So cute!
 
    
 
   We have officially become one of those women.
 
    
 
        Yes we have. My phone alerts me to a text.
 
    
 
   Jacob: She is stunning! Congratulations! I’ll be down in a few weeks. My mom is coming. We’re booked in at the Ritz. Can’t wait to see you all!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
        The rest of the week drags, I’ve never been so tired in my entire life. Of course it’s totally worth it but I keep getting that feeling where I just want to sleep. Even James is feeling the strain but is going about it with little to no complaints. We take it in turns feeding and changing, we have a good routine. This is so much harder than I thought it would be.
 
        We got her registered a couple of days ago and took her out for the first time. Sylvia is yet again a constant and is dropping hints that James and I make a good little family. I really don’t have the energy to think on this any longer. I am scared of the day he leaves though. Can I really do this alone? 
 
    
 
   You won’t be alone.
 
    
 
        I remember I used to be scared of losing my freedom, now I don’t even have the energy to worry about such things. Plus, who cares about freedom. I’ve got everything I need right here. A home, a family, a job, a life and good friends. 
 
    
 
        “You really need to talk to him,” Summer suggests, we both look over to the couch where James is sprawled out with a sleeping baby on his chest. I nod in agreement. “What have you decided?”
 
        “I don’t know Summer. I don’t know. I love him so telling him to leave is going to be hard, but he’s right. I’d go crazy if he did that to me. Why should I have more rights than him?” 
 
        “If you want my opinion.” I don’t. “Then I genuinely think you two should give it a go. For your own sakes.”
 
         I think about what she’s said but I don’t know. It’s a hard thing to decide no matter how you look at it. God, I must sound like a whiny bitch. I apologize for being so messed up. 
 
    
 
        I’m sick of the looks James gives me, and how helpful he is and how much he loves his daughter and how much he loves me. I’m sick of the touches, I’m sick of the kisses and the cuddles at night. I’m sick of it because I enjoy it too much. Any thoughts of what he did with bony blonde are completely out of my mind. I think I’ve finally forgiven him. I’ve finally gotten past it. Now the question is… do I want him? Or do I want to remain alone? Will we work? Will he actually accept me as I am and for who I am? 
 
    
 
        “You look a little lost in thought,” Summer tucks her legs beneath her. 
 
        “I don’t know what to do. Have you found your dream house yet?”
 
        “Nope.”
 
        “I know exactly how you feel.”
 
        She gives me a reassuring smile and holds her arms out. Time for Evie snuggles. 
 
    
 
    
 
        Ewww. “JAMES!” I shout and continue patting Evelyn’s back. It’s three in the morning. “JAMES?”
 
        “What?” he barks and exits the bedroom. “What’s wrong?”
 
        “She just projectile vomited,” I show him my now vomit soaked arm and point at the wall by the couch. 
 
        He gapes at me, “And you couldn’t sort this out yourself?”
 
        “I…”
 
        “Do you know the amount of times she’s vomited or something whilst you’ve been asleep and I haven’t called for you?” he stomps into the kitchen and back again. “If you can’t handle a bit of puke how the hell are you going to handle her full time without me?” Whoa, back up cowboy.
 
        “Calm down, it’s the first time she’s even done this in front of me! I was worried she was sick!”
 
        “If you read the baby books properly you’d know it’s normal as long as it doesn’t happen all the time.” He’s in a really foul mood. “Give her to me.” He throws the cloth on the couch. “Give me her and clean yourself up.”
 
        “Sorry,” I mumble as he takes her from my arms. What crawled up his ass?
 
    
 
   You’re all just tired, grumpy and did I say tired already? I’m too tired to think properly.
 
    
 
        Once we’re all clean I head cautiously into our bedroom and lean against the doorframe. Evelyn is back in her crib, James is laid on his back looking up at the ceiling. 
 
        “Hey,” I whisper into the silence.
 
        He looks at me, his eyes tired and sparkling with frustration, “What?”
 
        “I’m sorry.”
 
        “You’ve hardly done anything since she was born Maya.” He grouches and swings his legs over the side of the bed. “Almost every time it’s my turn to sleep you wake me up.”
 
        “Twice now James. Twice. I got worried.” What an overreaction. 
 
         “It’s been more than twice.” Whatever, I’m not even going to argue. “And yet you’re sitting there with your friends talking about how you want me to move out?” Uh-oh. “I wasn’t sleeping Maya. I heard every fucking thing you both said.”
 
        I sit beside him on the bed, “I said I was making a decision.”
 
        “Is it really that difficult that you don’t even know if you want me or not?”
 
        “Of course not… It’s just…”
 
        He grabs my arm and pulls me out of the room, probably so we don’t disturb Evelyn. “Then decide. Right now. Are we going to be a family or not?”
 
        “I…”
 
        “I’ll take that as a no.”
 
        “You barely gave me five seconds to think about it!” I snap and throw my hands in the air. “Let’s just go to bed. We’re both tired, both cranky and both emotional.”
 
        “I wouldn’t be so god damn emotional if you would just stop stringing me along and make your fucking mind up!” he yells, I wince. “Just give me a damn answer. Put me out of my misery.” I hesitate for a second. “Fine.” He laughs humorlessly. “I’ll pack in the morning.”
 
         “Now you’re just being irrational.”
 
         “Says the queen of irrationality.” He scoffs. “You’re going to throw me out soon anyway right?” I don’t know. I haven’t decided. “I’m taking Evelyn with me.” Wait… what? “You clearly aren’t capable of looking after her yourself.”
 
        “Why? Because I asked for help twice?”
 
        “Yes. No. I mean yes,” he stammers. “Why do you get more rights than me? Why does she get to stay with you whilst I go home and receive nothing but scraps as she grows up? This is one of the most important times of her life and we should enjoy it together!”
 
    
 
   He has a point.
 
        “James, I’m not throwing you out. Nor am I taking or going to take your daughter away from you. Two months. How’s that?” 
 
        “Two months? How about forever?”
 
        “We don’t do forever James. We fail at forever.”
 
        “We fucked up. I know this… but… we can do it this time. We have more to fight for.”
 
        “Why do you want to be with me anyway?” It makes zero sense. “For the baby? For me? For you? Christ James. Have some self-respect! I’ve done nothing but treat you like dirt since the day we met! I’ve been mean to you, I’ve teased you, I’ve ignored you and then I married you under false pretenses and now look! Look at what I’m doing now! Pushing you away for zero reasons, because I can’t find anything wrong with our relationship. I have no excuses as to why I just don’t want to be with you other than that! I just don’t feel like it! Yet here you sit and I don’t deserve you… Zara doesn’t deserve you James. There’s no woman in the world who deserves a good man like you. I’ll never be who you want me to be and you’ll never see just how wrong I am for you unless you snap yourself out of this stupid puppy love daze you have yourself in and recognize me for the heartless bitch I actually am!”
 
        We stand before each other, my breathing is labored, and his mouth is open in shock. “You’re an idiot as well as a bitch.” Yeah, that too. “Let’s think back shall we? So you’re a little rough around the edges. Tell me one thing. Just one single thing you’ve done to really hurt me since we got together? I don’t mean what you did with Paul because that was before me.”
 
        Well I… and then I… there was… “I’m too tired to think right now.”
 
        He laughs and cups my face in his hands, “You’ve never done anything to hurt me. You’ve never hurt anyone in your entire life. Not on purpose. And Paul doesn’t count, he doesn’t count because you didn’t realize, you had an arrangement. You’re not evil Maya, you help people you don’t hurt them. How many times during our marriage did you bring me lunch just because you were worried I was hungry, how many times have you cooked because I can’t and gotten up extra early because you’re worried I wouldn’t eat before work? What about the notes you’ve been leaving around the house? You know they make my day. Even when we were arguing you’d still leave quirky little notes pinned all over the place! You found my brother without asking for anything in return. You’re a good person Maya and you’re going to be an excellent mother. If anything… I don’t deserve you. I hurt you, I cheated to get revenge, and I even started dating even though all I could think about was you. You said nothing, yeah, you got jealous and pissed off but you never once told me to leave her and you could’ve done.”
 
        “You finished?” I grumble and go to step past him. His arms go around my waist, effectively stopping me in my tracks. I feel the heat from his solid bare chest seep through my nightgown. It’s amazing. 
 
        His lips touch my ear, “I love you Maya. I want this with you. Me you and our daughter. It won’t be easy, I’m sure you’ll drive me crazy at times but this is what I want. Think about it. I know deep down it’s what you want too.”
 
        “I don’t know James…”
 
        “Time, I’ll give you time ok? We’ve got plenty. I’ll wait. No more dating, no more being an idiot. I want you. It’s about time I proved it.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349462]Chapter Twenty Nine
 
    
 
        “James!” I squeal and start clapping. Keep doing it kid. Come on! “JAMES!” Ok, that was a little frantic. 
 
        He bounds into the room and drops beside me, both of us now kneeling in front of our little girl who is now six weeks old and smiling… yes smiling! For the first fucking time! Lord she is beautiful. 
 
        “Come on baby girl,” James grins, camera poised.
 
        I frown and purse my lips, she looks at me and smiles, showing nothing but gums. My hands clap automatically with glee like a toddlers would at a colorful cartoon. I can’t help it. We are officially documenting our gorgeous girls first ever smile and what a smile it is! She looks so much like my dad when she smiles. James clicks away, every so often coming up from behind the camera and blowing raspberries at the pink bundle who is sitting in her car seat ready to go to her grandma’s for the night. Our first night away from her. Now I’m no longer breastfeeding due to mastitis and she’s gotten a bit older we think its ok for her to start visiting family. I can’t wait for a full night’s sleep that’s for sure!
 
        “That’s it Evelyn,” I squeal when she makes a tiny little cooing noise. 
 
        “You’ve been calling her that a lot recently,” James says with a smug smile.
 
        I shrug, ok… “I was wrong. Evelyn is great. Evie is so… I don’t know. It’s cute but, Evelyn just fits, you know?”
 
        He nods and taps my nose with his index finger, “Told you so.”
 
        My mouth falls open in mocking, “Well, he finally got to say I told you so!”
 
        “You can’t always be right,” he gives me a wink and stands. “I should get her to moms. She’ll be pacing by the door like a dragon lady if we make her wait any longer.”
 
        I nod in agreement and take a steadying breath, “She will be ok right? What am I saying? Of course she will… just… make sure she gives her the pink blanky. Even if she kicks the other blankets off or she won’t sleep for more than twenty minutes.”
 
        “I know…”
 
        “And not to use the pacifier, no matter how much she whittles. I don’t want her becoming reliant upon it. In fact, let’s just throw it away.”
 
        “You already did…”
 
        “And diapers. Is twenty enough? Of course it is. Tell her to put an insert in her night time diaper…”
 
        “I know Maya, I know.”
 
        I nod and calm myself down with a few tiny breaths. James tugs my lower lip from my teeth and grins cheekily, “I have been here the past six weeks too, you know.”
 
        “I know, I know. I’m sorry. I’m just…” my eyes burn as I gaze down upon my little angel. “This is so hard!”
 
         “She’ll be fine.” He heads to the door with me on his heels. “Say bye, bye to mommy.”
 
         I kiss her cheeks, her nose, her eyelids, her eyebrows, her hands… he just pulled her away from me. Can’t he see I’m not finished? And he’s gone. I click my fingers over and over and rock back and forth whilst making squelching noises with my lips. It’s good, it’s all good. She’ll be fine. Sylvia is great with her, she’s barely left since she was born. Ok, now to occupy myself until James comes back. I know!
 
    
 
   Maya: Two antennas met on a roof, fell in love and got married. The 
Ceremony wasn't much, but the reception was excellent.
 
    
 
   Jacob: Love it! I haven’t had one of these from you in a while. Even though it’s shit I’m just laughing because of the fact it’s been so long! I forgot how happy these make me.
 
    
 
   Maya: wow… overly emotional much? 
 
    
 
   Jacob: How could I forget how much of a bitch you are?
 
    
 
   Maya: I didn’t forget how uncreative you are… but thanks for the reminder anyway ;)
 
    
 
   Jacob: Grrr!
 
    
 
   Maya: And again… great comeback. It’s so good I just metaphorically peed a little. ;)
 
    
 
   Jacob: Don’t ever text me again… I despise you… P. S. I’m back in the city in four months! I’ll be crashing at yours! HI JAMES! THANKS JAMES!
 
    
 
   Maya: He doesn’t check my phone anymore :) That sounds shit… I’m still trying to get the stink out from the last time you stayed! I found the green watch behind my TV the other day… I could see it glowing :’)
 
    
 
   Jacob: HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA! Classic! I was wondering where that went!
 
    
 
   Maya: Oh, I forgot to ask if you were going to bring my Christmas present with you this time… the one you conveniently forgot at Christmas and then forgot on your next visit too.
 
    
 
   Jacob: Yeah! Definitely… totally… I promise… umm… where did I put that?
 
    
 
   Maya: Deja Moo: The feeling that I’ve heard this bull before.
 
    
 
   Jacob: OH my fucking god… Maya. You really are a funny girl. Seriously, just read that out on set. They’re laughing their asses off. Should do stand up.
 
    
 
   Maya: I do it standing… sitting… laying… oh wait, you meant comedy… yeah I cud probably do that too :’) James is back gotta go!
 
    
 
        “How is she?” I blurt and grip the front of his jacket. “Is she ok? Did she settle ok?”
 
        “Babe, I just dropped her off on the doorstep and ran. No big deal,” he deadpans. He better be fucking kidding… oh thank god, he’s grinning and winking. He’s joking! “Right. What shall we do for the rest of the afternoon?”
 
         Sleep?
 
    
 
   Who the hell are you? I don’t even know you anymore! I’m leaving and I’m taking your minky with me!
 
    
 
         “How about a nap?” I suggest around a yawn and look down at my pink and white flannel pajamas. “I’m already dressed for bed.”
 
        He shrugs his coat off and hangs it on the hooks by the door. “Sure.” 
 
        I climb into bed as he strips down to his boxers. He then crashes on the bed face first. Within seconds we’re both sleeping. Go figure. 
 
    
 
        Marie wants to ‘wet the baby’s head’, code for party. It’s nine at night, I’ve been asleep for five hours and all I want to do is sleep some more. Yet a night out doesn’t sound so bad either.
 
        “Are you going?” James asks as I climb out of bed and pad into the closet. Ah-ha, a gorgeous tight, navy blue dress that I have yet to wear. I pull it on and head to my vanity table to touch up my make up and put a bit of wax in my hair, I love my hair, and it’s so easily maintained unless I sleep on it wet. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
 
        “Summer is going too, why don’t you call the boys? Or come with us?”
 
        He shakes his head a little sadly and puts his arm over his eyes, “I just thought…” thought what? “Never mind. When will you be home?”
 
        “I don’t know, not too late I imagine. I feel really,” sigh, “Irresponsible you know? But I also feel like I really need to unwind, get out of the house for a bit. Take my mind off Evelyn for just a couple of hours.”
 
        “Ok,” he gives me a genuine smile and motions for me to go to him, I pull on my heels quickly and rush into his arms to give him a quick hug. Marie arrives not five minutes later. We squeal and hug and rush out into the night with Summer right beside us rolling her eyes and swaying side to side, she’s already drunk.
 
    
 
        “WOOOO!” Marie screams in my ear. We’re at a popular club in the city, name forgotten, wait… nope, it’s totally gone and there’s, there’s a band playing. They’re really good. Like really good. And they’re called, wait… shit… that’s gone too. Where’s my drink? “Thirsty?”
 
        “Noooooo,” I slur and attempt to shake my head which sends me staggering back a couple of paces and makes Marie and Summer giggle like schoolgirls. “Ok, I’ve… I’ve… hic… what was I goin’ to say?” Umm… “Oh, yeah… I’ve umm… reached my… whas that word? You know… for when you can’t… Is it lecture? No. That doesn’t sound right.” What the hell is it? “Limit. That’s it, limit. Let’s just dance!”
 
        Good plan. Dancing. As Marie said, “WOOOO!”
 
        I’m being good, we dance, alone and I drink lots of water. I think those four shots after arriving and two vodka and cranberry’s did me in. Bearing in mind I haven’t drank in a while I think I’m doing quite well. Now I just need to sober up to the tipsy stage, I’m teetering into the realm of wrecked which is not a good realm to be in. 
 
        “Yeah baby!” Summer screams as Marie grinds up against an unknown male. I’m with Summer, fighting off males left right and center. It makes me feel kind of powerful when they ask me to dance or offer to buy me drinks. I never let a man buy me a drink not unless I know him and trust him. You should never be careless in a club to save a few dollars. What’s a few dollars of your own on a drink in comparison to date rape? Big difference. Be wary.
 
        We’ve been here three hours, it’s not even midnight yet and I’m so ready to go home, now I’m starting to sober up a little bit. I tell Summer, she pouts but agrees. Marie is… where the hell is she? She does this every fucking time I need to speak to her. Just vanishes. What a slut, but a loveable slut. Damn her.
 
    
 
        “She said… go ahead, I’m off with this dude,” Summer reads the text aloud. I kid you not. That’s exactly what it says. Did I honestly used to enjoy this? This feeling of losing control and being an idiot? Did I really think this was freedom? What a fool I was!
 
        We climb into the waiting car and I slip into a nap like state as we take off. He drops Summer off first before taking me home. I’m eager to climb under the covers. Really eager. Never drinking again… for real this time.
 
    
 
        Now I just need to make it up to my flat. Keys in hand, step into the elevator, wave goodbye to the receptionist guy. Done. Stagger into the hall, put my key in the door, open it. Done.
 
    
 
        “Good night?” James asks as soon as I walk in. “You look trashed.”
 
        “I was about an hour ago before I stopped drinking,” I drop my bag on the floor and kick off my heels. James narrows his eyes on me, “What did you do? Where did you go?”
 
        I walk past him and flop onto the couch as soon as it nears, “Just out, listened to a band play for a bit. Got bored, came home. It was really an uneventful and a shit night if I’m honest.”
 
        He sits by my feet and stays silent. I know what’s going through his mind, I know why he let me go alone. To build his trust in me. He needed this night away from me as much as I did from him. 
 
        So I reassure him, “I didn’t even look at another guy James. The thought never even occurred to me.” His shoulders lower a little but the tension doesn’t completely seep away from his beautiful form.
 
        “I don’t think I can do this Maya,” do what? “I can’t sit by and watch you have a life. I know that sounds awful and I know it’s wrong but… I’m going to have to leave soon. You’re clearly not changing your mind any time soon and tonight killed me. It also answered that question for me.”
 
        “What question?” now I’m sober. What’s he saying exactly?
 
        “If you really wanted to be with me… you wouldn’t have left tonight. We both know it’s true.” That’s the biggest piece of shit I’ve ever heard come from his mouth. “Evelyn is big enough now, you aren’t breast feeding. One week on, one week off.” He expects me to keep away from my daughter for an entire week? Hell no!
 
        “You’re leaving?” I croak, I’m shocked, hell, what the fuck do I do now?
 
        “I’m going to bed. I’ll pack in the morning.”
 
        “Like hell you will!” I shout and tuck my legs beneath me. “This is fucking stupid James. I’ve gone out for three hours, to unwind. I offered for you to come I just assumed you’d like some time alone! Stop being ridiculous.”
 
        He gapes at me like I’m crazy, I probably am. “Now you’re being selfish. You don’t want me but it’s ridiculous for me to leave! Why Maya? Why? Why torture me like this any longer? Just say the damn words! It’s over. I’m sick of this fucking seesaw, every time I think we’re getting somewhere…” he throws his arms in the air in exasperation and lets them slap back onto his lap. “We end up arguing about the same shit! Tell me what it is you want me to do? Why all of these games?” He jumps up from the couch, I follow him into the bedroom. He’s packing, wait… that’s not right. “You can have her this week. I’ll pick her up next Sunday.”
 
        “All of this because I went out?”
 
        “No Maya,” He throws more things into his case. Why is this happening? “Tell me what you want. Tell me why you’re doing this.” 
 
    
 
   Say something!        Or just stand there gaping whilst he packs his bag. 
 
    
 
        “What about when I start dating? Will that bother you? Truly?” I’m still gaping, dammit brain… WORK! “I’m tired, I’m stressed, I miss you! I miss sleeping with you as my fucking wife. I miss being inside of you. I miss you… I miss your quirky shit. Play a damn prank on me, squirt syrup into my shoes… I don’t care. I just want you.”
 
        A tiny gasp escapes me. What the fuck do I say? What the fuck do I do? I don’t want him to leave… “Don’t go now.” I plead a little pathetically and grab his arm that’s holding the case as he makes a move for the door. “Not now. Sleep on it. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.”
 
        “I’m done talking. Why are you doing this? Let me go.”
 
    
 
        “I CAN’T!” I practically scream loud enough to wake up the entire apartment building. My entire body seems to shrivel a little as he reaches for the door. “I can’t. Let you go.”
 
        “Why?” he doesn’t look back at me. “Why Maya? Why?”
 
   Say it. Admit it. Say something! “Because you’re mine,” my voice is barely above a whisper. Bingo. And the winner is.
 
          “What was that?” he looks back at me over his shoulder. I’m stood in the hall clutching my stomach to relieve the panic and the pain. “Repeat that Maya. I didn’t hear you.”
 
         “Because you’re mine,” I shout without shame. “And I’m yours and I don’t…” He’s on me before I can finish my sentence. Which would have ended with, “I don’t want you to go. I need you.”
 
    
 
        “Finally. I made a mistake Maya, one I won’t be making again,” he practically snarls and slams his lips against mine. “I love you. I need you. I can’t live without you.”
 
    
 
        He loosens his grip, turns me to face him and carefully places my arms around his neck. He leans in, his gaze so full of heated passion that I nearly melt right here on the spot. My insides quiver with the look of pure lust and love coming from his sparkling greens. Nothing will ever compare to this. Nothing.
 
        When his lips touch mine, I can’t stop the trembling that shimmers through every fiber of my being. I hang on tightly as he nibbles at my mouth, barely registering his fingers at the waistband of my skirt. Every touch leaves a burning trail, making me ache for more. 
 
        Then his hand is inside my panties, soft fingertips circle that sensitive bud as he pushes my skirt off my hips and lets it pool around my ankles. He dips one long finger into my core, then another, catching my cry in his mouth. I buck against him, needing more, needing him, just needing, as his thumb works that nub in perfect rhythm with his fingers against that perfect spot.
 
        I let my hands slide down over his broad chest, still hidden by his jacket so I slide that from his shoulders and drop it to the ground, his fingers get back to work instantly, and my fingers map the plane of his muscles all the way to the clasp of his pants. I open them, nipping along his smooth, shaven jaw as I reach inside, wrapping my hand around his warm length. He is big, I forgot how big, smooth, and oh-so-hard against my palm as I stroke him from base to tip. I groan as he slides his fingers out again and lifts me up so I can wrap my legs around his waist. He carries me to the bedroom and lays me down on the bed. Holding me tightly with one arm he shoves his clothing out of the way with the other followed by my own then enters me in one long, smooth thrust. It’s a little painful but so much more pleasurable. It has been far too long.
 
        My head falls back, exposing my neck to his mouth, my body is thrumming with the intensity of so much emotion and feeling between us. I feel his lips on my chest as my hands run through his hair and over his shoulders and back. His lips travel up my collarbone and again over my neck before stopping on the tip of my chin. I lift my head, eyes closed as I wait to feel his mouth on mine once more. Just that need to taste his lips, his tongue, to feel his teeth nibble on my swollen lips is almost unbearable.
 
        "Open your eyes, Maya," he breathes, and I do, slowly, wanting to savor every inch of his face before meeting his eyes. My insides twitch around him in anticipation. He pulses inside of me as I finally meet his gaze, glad at the intensity staring back at me, his eyes mirroring how I feel inside. "You're mine, Maya. That won’t ever change. I love you."
 
         “I love you too.” I feel tears spilling slowly down my cheeks as he moves. "I'm yours," I whisper against his lips. 
 
    
 
        He rewards me with a kiss to rival all kisses that I’ve ever received from him and begins to move within me, sending spirals of pleasure rushing through my body. I let my eyes close again, giving myself over completely to the feel of his lips moving down my neck, his body locked tightly to mine. I feel whole, the part of me missing for so long now returned with little effort. How can something so simple between two people heal all of those broken pieces inside? Moving with him, I match his movements as I give myself over to the passion, the love, the lust, the desperation and the need.
 
        My body tightens, my tunnel grips him as his thrusts come faster and faster like the rhythm to a song, more insistent, more… just more. The tension inside becomes stronger, exploding out from my core with a shocking intensity as he comes inside of me with a guttural groan.
 
        “Maya!” he cries out and squeezes my ass with an almost bruising force.
 
        Suddenly I’m floating, hovering, all of the tension inside seems to fall away as I collapse in his arms. Still reeling from the best, most explosive orgasm of my life I cling to him as he rolls over still inside of me and hugs me against his chest. Wow. “I love you.”
 
        “Yeah, me too, and it will never change,” he smiles sheepishly and brushes my hair from my face, the tender gesture is enough to bring tears to my eyes. “I’m sorry.”
 
        “Me too.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

  
 

[bookmark: _Toc359349463]Epilogue
 
    
 
        “Nice Daisies,” James lips brush my ear as he speaks. I’m cradling a three month old Evelyn in my lap, he’s sitting behind me with his arms securely around my waist as stare at my father’s grave. Sure enough there are the same Gerber Daisies here as the last time I visited. 
 
        “Hmm,” I respond and laugh as Evelyn grabs hold of the flowers we bought and aims them straight for her mouth. “Could you?” I hand him the baby and get to work on arranging our flowers. “So, it’s been a while… yet again. Sorry about that. I’ve had the baby, as you probably already know…” I giggle, totally inappropriate for a graveyard. “I feel stupid.”
 
        “Keep going.”
 
        “Evelyn can say dada, but she’s just making noise.”
 
        James pinches my side, “She knows what she’s saying.” 
 
        “Whatever,” it’s true, she does know who she’s calling for. Smartest three month old in the entire world. “So… yeah.” Evelyn starts squirming and shows signs of restlessness which always leads to crying. “Will you take her back to the car? It’s cool out. I just need a minute.”
 
        He nods and kisses my forehead, “Come on stinkers. Let’s go get your diaper changed.”
 
        I watch his retreating form. A broad smile on my face as Evelyn’s giggles float through the silent air as he blows raspberries on her neck whilst walking. Such a beautiful sight. 
 
       With a heavy sigh I turn back to my father’s resting place, “Daddy. You did good.” I lock eyes with James, he’s looking back over his shoulder at me. “You did real good. Thank you.” A stray tear falls from my eye, I wipe it away, kiss my wet fingers and place them over his name. “If you hadn’t have thought ahead, I wouldn’t have this. I wouldn’t have James and I wouldn’t have Evelyn. Everything is perfect dad. I wish I’d listened to you, I should have tried harder, but things have worked out well. I just wish you could be here to meet her, she looks so much like you when she smiles, it’s heartbreaking and warming all at the same time.” Sigh. “What was my first word? I imagine it was daddy too. And if it wasn’t I apologize for that.” I take another glance around me, the place is empty still. “I miss you, so much.” Breathe in, breathe out. “Sometimes when I walk into the office I half expect to find you sat there shuffling through papers or shouting at someone on the phone. You never cared if I disturbed you, as soon as you saw me you’d smile as if I was your favorite person in the world. I promise I’m going to raise Evelyn with as much love as you gave me. This time, for once, I can honestly swear to you that I won’t let you down.”
 
        I sit in silence for a few more minutes, letting the breeze blow across my skin and tangle my hair, letting it chill the tears that are soaking my cheeks. It’s peaceful, it’s relaxing, and it’s the best feeling in the world. I am so utterly content and it truly is amazing. There’s been an unfortunate mistake I’ve been making the past few months, one where I’ve said time and time again, I’ve lost the old Maya. Or I don’t know where Maya has gone. She was never really me, I grew up, somewhere along the line I grew and I changed. This is Maya, this is me and I’ve never been happier with myself. I’m finally someone that my dad, James and so many others can be proud of. More importantly I’m finally proud of myself.
 
         With a large tearful smile I clear my throat, climb to my feet, wipe my tear stained face and head back to the car, he should have seen by now.     Keep your fingers crossed for me dad.
 
        I can see the car, I can see James… he’s twisting something round on his ring finger. He’s said yes. Slowly he looks up and green eyes meet mine, green eyes filled with tears and love. I laugh once and run to him, like I haven’t seen him in years. He said yes. 
 
        I look at my daughter in her car seat when I reach the car, she’s wearing a gorgeous white dress over the baby vest that has pink lettering that reads, ‘Marry Mommy’, on the front. I wonder if he saw the back which reads, ‘Or else’. Who cares? He’s said yes! He would have seen it when he got her undressed to change her diaper.
 
        I wrap my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist, he buries his face in my hair as I press my eyes to his neck. “Baby,” he croaks and kisses behind my ear. I gave him the ring I actually gave him for Christmas, I put it on a chain around Evelyn’s neck and tucked it under her dress so he’d see it when he saw her baby vest. Poor little monkey, I didn’t change her before we left knowing he’d do it in the car here. Everything has gone as planned. “Really?” I hate the tone of disbelief in his voice. Mainly because I put it there.
 
        “No.” I deadpan. Enough of the jokes already. Right. Got it. 
 
        He pinches my backside causing me to squeal and wipes his eyes on his sleeve. “I love you.”
 
        “Yeah, me too,” I kiss his nose and then his lusciously soft lips. “This will be one to tell the grandkids. How I proposed to you in the graveyard.”
 
         He chuckles and sucks my lower lip into his mouth before lowering me to the ground. “Thank you. For everything.”
 
         “Don’t thank me yet. I’m probably going to do stupid shit and drive you crazy.”
 
         “Yeah.”
 
         “I’ll probably get our kids to join in too.”
 
         He laughs. “Yeah.”
 
         “You’ll probably end up hating me.” This thought makes me feel sick. I lower my eyes. He presses his lips to my forehead, “Baby. Never. I swear.”
 
         “I love you,” I say it again because it just has to be said, it hasn’t been said enough. Ever since our wild night of passion two months ago followed by so many more we have cried out soppy shit into the night. I don’t ever want to go a day without telling him I love him and how much I mean it. 
 
        “Yeah, me too,” he responds with that heart stopping smile that belongs solely to me. “Always.”
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   Thank you so much for reading, I’d be eternally grateful if you would please leave a review. Good or bad. 
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   I'm 22 and I’ve been writing since I could hold a pen in my hand! I love to write, it’s my passion, and I never stop.  In fact I love to write so much I have started over one hundred and fifty different books before finally completing my first ever novel 'A Little Bit of Crazy' which I published this month. I was grateful when I received feedback as it helps me be a better writer.
 
    
 
   When I'm not writing, I love spending time with my family and when I get some spare time (not easy with young children!) It’s either reading or listening to music. You won’t find me without a book or my Kindle in my hand. I read whilst I’m cooking, cleaning, talking, walking… you could say reading is my other passion!  
 
    
 
   Although I base my books in America I am in fact a British author (I live in the north East of England). I chose to set my books in America as although I love England, I also love all things American and I have read a lot of American novels and as I love a challenge, I decided to write in an American voice! Studying the differences between Britain and America has been fascinating to say the least, even something as simple as remembering our chips are their fries and our crisps are their chips was a challenge! I’m pretty sure you’ll still find some Britishisms in my book and if you do, drop me a line (contact details below) to correct me!
 
    
 
   Thank you for taking the time to read my book. I appreciate any kind of feedback be it good or bad. This has been a huge learning curve for me and I'm happy to receive any advice/criticism...praise?! That you wish to provide. Don’t be shy.
 
   Thank you,
 
   Love Alex 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   [bookmark: _Toc359349466]Contact Details[bookmark: _Toc359006762]
 
   To get in touch with me please use the following.
 
    
 
   https://www.facebook.com/alexandra.murphy.522066
 
    
 
   a.e.murphy@hotmail.com
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