
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Stay A Little Longer

        

        
        
          THARA

        

        
          Published by THARA, 2025.

        

    


This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The events, characters, and situations are products of the author’s imagination and are meant for entertainment and emotional reflection only.

Copyright © Thara 2025

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STAY A LITTLE LONGER

    

    
      First edition. October 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 THARA.

    

    
    
      Written by THARA.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE 

[image: ]













Jenny sat on the edge of the bed, clutching the small white test in her hand, and the silence between her and Chuck was heavier than any words could be, the kind of silence that presses down on you until it feels like breathing itself is a chore, and she didn’t know if she could hold it anymore; she had known the result before she looked, but hoping had become a habit she couldn’t quit, a stubborn ember in her chest that refused to die no matter how many times the flames were snuffed out by disappointment, and she felt that ember now, glowing weakly under the weight of everything that had failed, everything that had promised and then betrayed her.

Chuck leaned against the wall, his hands buried deep in the pockets of his coat, looking out at the gray Colorado sky as if the clouds themselves might offer an answer or a way to soften the blow of months and years of trying and failing, and she finally whispered the word she knew would hang between them like a noose, “Again,” and it wasn’t accusation, it wasn’t anger, it wasn’t even sadness; it was fatigue incarnate, the kind of tired that sinks into your bones and refuses to leave, the kind that eats at your soul and leaves behind nothing but echoes of what you wanted and could not have.

Chuck came and sat beside her, careful, hesitant, because years of love had taught them both that some silences are fragile, and some words can fracture everything if spoken wrong, and he tried anyway, almost in a whisper, “Maybe we try one more doctor,” and she shook her head, not looking at him, because she knew the answer already and he did too, because they had lived this life, counted the days, endured the needles, the pills, the appointments, the sterile smells of clinics, the hushed tones of nurses and doctors and couples who carried the same burden, and she said, “I can’t, Chuck. I can’t keep hoping only to be disappointed,” and her voice was calm, but inside it quivered with a longing she could barely contain, the kind that makes your chest ache even when you don’t want to feel it, the kind that leaves you staring at the ceiling at three in the morning, imagining a life with tiny hands tugging at yours, laughter echoing in a home you may never have, and Chuck reached out to take her hand, hesitant, because even love had limits, because even he sometimes feared that his presence could not bridge the gap between them, and he said, “I don’t want us to give up. 

I want to fight. I want to...” and his voice faltered, because he wanted to promise her the world and he couldn’t, and Jenny looked at him with eyes that had grown tired of hope but still clung to it, fragile as it was, and she said softly, “What if it doesn’t work? What if nothing ever works? What then?”.

Chuck didn’t answer at first, because the truth was too heavy, too sharp to slice through the air between them, and then he whispered, “Then we’ll have each other,” and she wanted to scream, to shake him, to tell him that love wasn’t enough, that it couldn’t make a womb fertile, that it couldn’t make her dreams come true, but she only nodded, letting a tear slip down her cheek, the first in weeks, and she remembered all the nights she had cried silently, imagining a baby in her arms, imagining the life that should have been theirs.

Chuck holding her, trying to make the ache more bearable, and she felt simultaneously grateful and resentful, because no matter how much he loved her, it wasn’t enough, and she said, “I hate this,” and he squeezed her hand and said, “You’re not failing,” but the words sounded hollow even to her, even to him, because they were too simple for the complicated heartbreak they carried inside. 

She shook her head, letting the tears fall freely, because it was all she could do, all she had left to let out the torrent of grief, of frustration, of longing that had built up over months, years, and she thought of the friends she had watched become mothers, how casually they talked about feeding, baths, tantrums, bedtime stories, and she felt a bitterness rise inside her she didn’t know how to name, a mixture of envy, sadness, shame, and helplessness,  Chuck said softly

“I want to make you happy. I want to give you everything you want,” and she laughed, a hollow sound that surprised even her, and she said, “You can’t. You can’t fix this. You can’t give me a baby, no matter how much you love me. Sometimes love feels useless,” and he stayed quiet, because he had no answers, only the same helplessness she felt, only the same sorrow, only the same ache that had been growing between them like a slow leak in the foundation of everything they had built, and she thought about the life she had imagined, the mornings with a child calling her mom, the afternoons reading stories, the small triumphs, the laughter, the mess, the love, the exhaustion that comes with caring for someone so completely, and she realized that all of that was slipping further away with every passing month, every failed attempt
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