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    First Edition


	I went to a lawyer to ask about custody after a post-breakup pregnancy — and ran straight into my ex.

	My ex locked eyes with me. "Whose baby is it?"

	"Not yours, that's for sure."

	My ex: "…"

	


Chapter 1

	My best friend Bonnie was pregnant. She was afraid her ex would make trouble, and she wanted to figure out the custody situation.

	There was nothing for it — I had to be the one to go.

	So I showed up at a law firm called Sterling & Crowe.

	"Who's the best lawyer you've got here?" I asked the receptionist.

	The receptionist smiled sweetly. "Please sign in, miss."

	After I signed in, someone led me up to the top floor.

	The person knocked three times and left, telling me to go in on my own.

	The door opened, and a man was bent over his desk, writing.

	He looked a little familiar.

	I walked over. "Hello, I'm—"

	The instant he raised his head, the words on the tip of my tongue evaporated, and I choked on my own spit and started coughing.

	Nathan Sloane?

	How was it him?

	What a small, cursed world.

	Nathan Sloane went still for a moment too when he saw me, then pointed at the chair across from him. "Sit."

	Issuing orders the second he opens his mouth. Hadn't fixed that habit one bit. Just hearing it was irritating.

	So I wouldn't sit.

	Nathan Sloane: "Then by all means, don't sit."

	I dropped straight into the chair.

	I was going to contradict him on principle.

	Except, looking at the faint upward tilt of his mouth, why did I get the feeling I'd just been played?

	Nathan Sloane said evenly, "What do you need to consult about? Go ahead."

	I lifted my chin slightly. "I got pregnant after a breakup. When the baby's born, who gets custody?"

	Nathan Sloane looked at me, and as a professional lawyer, having heard out my question, he asked one extremely professional question of his own.

	"Whose baby?"

	"…"

	Professional my foot!

	He was staring at my stomach. He didn't actually think I was pregnant, did he?

	I quietly straightened my back. "Not yours, that's for sure."

	Nathan Sloane gave a dry little laugh. "Naturally. We broke up two years ago. I can't father a child across a distance, and you can't have conceived one out of thin air."

	This man's mouth was as nasty as ever.

	"If you can't answer my question, get a different lawyer to handle me."

	"Custody generally goes to the mother — provided, of course, that the mother is capable of raising the child. Meaning a job, savings…"

	At that, Nathan Sloane gave me a slow once-over. "You should be fine."

	I puffed out my chest. "I was always fine."

	Still, hearing him say it put me at ease.

	I stood. "Thanks. I'm leaving."

	"Mm," Nathan Sloane answered, indifferent.

	I'd already reached the door when he added one more line. "If it goes to court, remember to come find me."

	I turned back.

	He gave me a thoroughly professional smile. "For old times' sake. Throw some business my way."

	"Sure."

	I flashed him a fake smile that vanished as fast as it came, and walked out.

	Once I was outside, I let out a long breath.

	Running into my ex, I'd won this round for now — after all, I had a baby in my belly. That was what Nathan Sloane believed, anyway.

	I called Bonnie to tell her the result. "I saw Nathan Sloane. Talk about a coincidence — the lawyer I went to consult turned out to be him. His firm's set up shop here now, somehow."

	Bonnie: "…So. What about custody?"

	"It generally goes to the mother, unless the mother's incapable of raising the kid, or she's into gambling, drugs, that kind of thing."

	"That puts my mind at ease. Okay — you don't need to worry about my situation anymore. Hurry up and go prepare for your great war with your ex." Bonnie hung up after that.

	She really did know me.

	


Chapter 2

	"If that scumbag sees you, you say you're the one who's pregnant."

	I was going with Bonnie to her prenatal checkup, and she'd told me this roughly a hundred thousand times.

	Did everyone about to become a mom get this naggy?

	"I know, I know. I'm not a fish — I don't have a seven-second memory." I was getting a little impatient.

	"The thing about fish having a seven-second memory is fake. Your memory, though, really is about seven seconds." Bonnie said it in the tone of someone who found me deeply unreliable.

	"…" Fine. I wasn't helping her anymore.

	We got to the hospital, and after a whole battery of tests, everything was normal.

	I steadied Bonnie by the arm. "Are you really planning to have this baby? Being a single mom isn't easy."
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