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Introduction

If after everything you tried just to make it work seemed to do everything but that, how much longer do you keep trying to fool yourself?
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Regrettable
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I was in pain, excruciating pain. The kind of pain I never thought would end. The pain was beyond words, radiating all over my body, sending chills up and down my spine. I felt out of control, I felt as if I were about to die any moment.

I clutched Evan’s hand squeezing it for dear life, pleading in my mind that he could find a way to take a little of the pain from me. The look in his eyes told me he felt the same way. He was more nervous then I had ever seen him in all the time we had been together. We had been together for three years to be clearer on the subject.

Three remarkable years, years that changed and molded me, made me into something that I loved and hated all at the same time. There was  no way to go back on any of what brought us where we were. I didn’t hate him for it. I hated myself more than I hated anybody else. I was sickened with the whole process and I was praying that the moment I was in was ending soon.

I was twenty-two in a situation that I had hoped would never come. I was more worried about making it to twenty-three, this was nothing I was expecting or hoping for. But it still was right in front of us both happening, and we were scared beyond words. 

“I can’t do this!” I yelled panting and clutching Evan as the pain continued.

“Just stay calm Eve; we are going to make it through this.” Evan said to me touching my face, I pulled away from him. I was simply disgusted. 

“No, get the nurse right now.” I ordered biting down on my lip ready to lose every ounce of control I had left.

I had said it so many times before, I was not the girl who could ever be a mother, yet I was in a hospital room ready to deliver a baby, a baby that was Evan’s. Having a baby was my worst nightmare; it was Evan’s worst nightmare. We in no way had planned this or wanted any part of it. I wasn’t sure it was ever going to be anything more than a big mistake that we both wished we could move past.

It changed us, it made us resent so much, and wish for so little. I didn’t know how to accept something that was so taboo. Evan didn’t care to say much on the topic, and when he did, he was usually yelling at me. Oh how the honeymoon felt like it was over sometimes I thought.

Evan came rushing back in, a look of fright on his face as I screamed out in pain. The nurse made her way to me as if it were no big deal. I felt like I had a demon ripping its way out of my insides, and judging by the Father I would not had been a surprise if that were what showed its face.

“I’m going to get the doctor Mrs. Carlo the baby is ready.” She said removing her gloves. She patted my leg heading out of the room. 

“I can’t believe this is happening.” I said as I broke into a pathetic crying fit all over again. Evan took my hand like usual, but inside I knew he was sick of it. I had cried since the first day that I discovered I was pregnant. And I hadn’t stopped since. I was miserable and ready to be done since the beginning.

“You can do this, and it will be all over before you know it.” He said kissing my wet face. He smoothed my hair holding me awkwardly.

“I hope so.” I said feeling more contractions starting up.

“We know what we are doing; it will all work out just fine, like we talked about so many times.” He ensured me.

I simply nodded closing my eyes letting the pain take control of my body. I was a hostage in my own body; I ran my hand down my large stomach thinking that soon enough there would be no more of this person who liked to kick me.

“Alright I hear we got a baby ready to meet us.” Dr. Jonas said bounding into the room. He was a young doctor in his early thirties and he had put up with all my gripes and complaining the whole nine months. I genuinely respected him for that. Evan barely made it through himself.

“On the count of three I want you to push Eve.” He said from below me. I did not care that this man and the entire room was looking at parts of me that would have made me blush on a typical day. It didn’t matter when I was ready to die from pain. The pain overrides the embarrassment.

Evan kept his eyes on my face saying kind words, and willing me to push. He gripped my foot hard I was sure he was breaking it. But I didn’t have it in me to yell at him, I knew he was just as stressed as I was.

I stared at him knowing he was soon going to be a new person. He was going to be a parent. I was going to be a new parent, and we hadn’t a clue what any of it was going to feel like. We were waiting for the feelings.

“One more push!” Dr. Jonas yelled slapping my leg; I glared at him feeling Evan bring my attention back to what was happening.

“Holy crap it’s a head.” Evan said looking down; it was almost as if I wasn’t there. I gave another push feeling more pain. I wondered if this pain ever stopped.

I resented his amazement as he watched me birth his child. I finally felt relief as Dr. Jonas assured me all was well, I closed my eyes my head falling back on the pillow.

“And it’s a boy.” Dr. Jonas said handing our son off to the nurses. I didn’t look; just lay with my eyes closed. I was sweaty and exhausted. My body felt like it ran a marathon in quicksand.

“How do you feel?” Evan whispered in my ear, he secretly wiped my tears away. We both knew we didn’t want the staff catching on that we were not welcoming this baby. I had played it off quite well, the only one who knew was Dr. Jonas, he could sympathize because he was a Grim himself.

Dr. Jonas was a friend of the family for years, Evan explained that Jonas would understand our dilemma and would know exactly what to do to help us through. He was right he knew everything to do.

“I’m tired.” I said letting out the biggest sigh of relief.

“Take a nap, I’ll be right here.” He said watching me closely.

“I’ll try.” I said adjusting my pillow. The nurses interrupted that as they began tending to me next.

“He’s beautiful, you both made an absolutely gorgeous baby.” She said smiling as she fixed me up.

“Great.” I said eyeing Evan, Evan seemed to turn slowly toward the baby.

“We said we weren’t going to do that.” I whispered to him. He stopped turning and focused in on me. It seemed cruel to say but,it was what was best in my heart.

“I know, but what’s the harm in taking a quick look at what we created. He seems to be all the rage.” He said breaking a small grin, a grin that showed he was becoming attached I thought.

“You do whatever you want.” I said short.

“Stop it; I’m still on your side that’s never going to change.” He said.

“Whatever Evan.” I said rolling my eyes.

The nurse gave me a look seeming to catch on. I gave her a look back hoping she would keep her mouth shut, I did not want to have to kick her in the face.

“Jane I think Dad’s ready to see his boy.” She said standing up pulling off her gloves. She gave me another look, one that looked pleased she was away from me because she did what she knew I was against.

Evan stood up as the other nurse brought over the baby, our son. I turned away as Evan accepted him into his arms. My stomach felt creepy and ill. I had a horrible feeling about the whole thing.

“He’s amazing.” He said. “He’s got your nose; it’s funny because I always thought they all looked the same.”

I ignored his words as he kept on.

“Stop.” I said.

“Just take one look at him, it doesn’t mean anything. Just look at him one time.” He said begging me practically. 

I slowly turned my head to see Evan delicately holding our son, he brought him down to my level exposing his tiny face, One hand poking out of the blanket, his barely there fingernails, his pink skin. And his chubby cheeks. His dark brown hair almost black, he was probably the cutest baby I had ever seen. He looked in every way like Evan, give or take the nose.

“He looks just like you.” I said softly staring at the two of them. Evan stared down at him his expression showing what his mind was thinking.

“What would you name him; you know if you wanted to keep him?” He asked looking up at me his eyes seeming bothered.

I sighed knowing that this was something I had thought about the whole nine months.

“Oliver.” I said turning away as my tears fell some more.

“I like it.” He said coming to sit next to me. “It’s alright if you want to hold him. I know it’s a hard thing to do. But it might make you feel better to just hold him.”

Evan pulled me toward the two of them putting him into my arms; he pulled my hair off my shoulder. I looked at the perfect sleeping baby and how he had no clue how much love his parents had for each other. How much they could have given him, if only they weren’t afraid of ruining him. It was love that was letting us give him away, knowing that he would be better off without people like us.

It wasn’t a cruel decision it was a smart one, this baby that accidentally happened didn’t deserve a life like ours. We were doing the best thing we could for him and that was to give him a life he deserved, and it hurt me and made me happy all at the same time.

“Oliver what?” Evan asked again.

I touched his tiny hand staring at him as Evan thought over names, feeling almost complete in the moment.

“Oliver Quinn, I like the sound of that. You know since we aren’t going to be doing much else, the least we could do is name him. I like that idea.” He said looking off.

I nodded.

“As long as there alright with it.” I said thinking about the parents who knew what they were diving into. I knew that as long as they had our child Evan would never let them out of his sight. I knew we both believed they were the perfect parents he could ever have. 

They were both well rounded people, not stuffy like my parents. In fact, they were everything I had wished for when I was a child. Lyle was a thirty-five-year-old architect. He surfed, and scuba dived. He enjoyed traveling, and was big into music and art. I knew he would be the kind of parent who wasn’t afraid to teach my son the good and bad about life.

Coven his wife was as unique as her name. She was a beautiful Russian woman who enjoyed fine wine, dancing all types. And was the freest person I had ever met. Although she was free she was also nurturing and loving, and very responsible. I knew she would be there for him always. And I knew she would love him as if he were her own beautiful child. 
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Disappointment
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“Knock knock.” Gray said coming in the hospital room, Lyric on top his shoulders. Lyric was two and more than a handful for Gray and Devan. But they still seemed to be enjoying every minute of him.

As Lyric grew he became more like Marcus, it was uncanny how much he resembled his uncle.

“Hey.” I said raising an eyebrow. I had expected the visit but at the same time was super nervous about it. Devan instantly picked up the baby, she came across the room with him kissing my forehead. During my pregnancy, she andI had become close. She was the one there to understand all my issues, even if she didn’t quite know my issues.

“I cannot believe how adorable he is. I mean I knew he would be but this is almost cuter than Lyric.” She said laughing as she cuddled him. Gray watched closely taking in the baby his little sister had produced.

“He’s something else. Does he have a name yet?” He asked looking at Evan and I. Evan cleared his throat running his hand across the back of his neck awkwardly.

“Oliver Quinn.” I spoke up sending Evan into a calmer pose.

“I like it.” Gray said nodding. “I liked the idea of another Gray in the family but it works.” 

We all laughed. Evan seemed to grow nervous again, I sighed finally giving in.

“Look you guys, there’s something I need to say.” I blurted out.

Gray and Devan both stared at me in awe, their faces still overjoyed, Lyric bouncing up and down on Gray’s shoulders. Gray finally let him down.

“What’s that?” Gray asked slowly noticing my expression, his eyebrows raised instantly.

“We are not keeping him, were not keeping Oliver.” I said looking away as soon as I sensed the bad vibes.

“Take him out of here!” Gray snapped at Devan, Devan gave the baby to Evan and scooped up Lyric heading out quickly shaking her head in disgust.

“It’s not something I wanted to throw out there so quickly, but you all need to know.” I said hoping I could talk him out of his anger.

“You’re giving away your kid?” He asked looking at Evan.

“Gray, it’s what’s best for him.” I said. Evan kept his eyes on Gray, he knew he didn’t understand. There was no reason to argue.

“Tell me, is it his fault you guys had him?” He asked his arms crossed, his face growing redder and redder.

“No its not, but it’s our choice. He is going to a good home.” I said.

“There is nothing better than his real parents!” Gray yelled.

Evan rolled the bassinet away from us in a protective manner.

“You don’t understand and I get that but don’t judge what I want to do.” I said trying one last time to stay calm.

“You’re weak and pathetic is what you are.” He said low scowling at me.

“Whoa!” Evan yelled stepping in front of Gray, he poked his chest, Gray sighed.

“I’m sorry Eve, but he’s your baby giving him away is wrong.” He said looking past Evan’s glare.

“Gray let me tell you something, when you can feel what we do and understand how we do then maybe you will get it. You don’t know the half of it. You don’t want to know the half of it.” Evan said.

“It’s hard for us; nothing about this feels good for me or Evan.” I said welling up with tears as the baby let out a cry.

“Then keep him so you don’t have to feel those things.” Gray insisted.

“You don’t get it, and I understand that. But don’t fault me because I do. It’s what we want.” I said wiping my eyes as Evan lifted the baby from the bassinet.

“Eve, if you do this I will never forgive you.” He said staring me down.

“Then I guess that’s the way it will be.” I said with a shrug, I wasn’t giving in. “It’s what I feel is right, I don’t need your approval.”

“I got to go.” Gray said shaking his head bolting out of the room, the door slamming behind him.

I sighed looking at Evan, he sighed too shrugging as well. It didn’t take me long to break down all over again. Evan seemed to debate on setting Oliver down before he came over. 

“Whatever it is you want to do I’m on your side, no matter what it is.” He said smoothing my hair. I barely could breathe as the crying seemed to be automatic anymore.

“Just tell me if you think I’m a bad person.” I said, it was becoming harder to think of this as anything good. When some would see giving Oliver up as nothing more than us abandoning our child.

“I see you as an amazing person, a great parent. The kind of parent I could have used.” He said.

And it felt good, it felt right coming from Evan. Maybe only because he was in the same boat that I was. Maybe because I knew out of anyone he knew what it felt like to have someone do the right thing for a child.

I wiped my eyes looking over at the bassinet.

“I just really hope he gets everything he deserves out of life, and that it treats him well.” I said sighing.

“Of course he will. And with these parents all that can happen.” He said pulling the bassinet over to us.

“Will we be able to see him?” I asked. I was sure I never would, but if for an instant I wanted to see him at some time, I wanted that option.

“They know the circumstances, and I already worked that out. You can see him whenever you like, they have no problem with that at all.” Evan said sounding confident.

“I suppose that works.” I said watching the perfect angel as he slept.

There was a soft tap on the door, and then my Dad appeared. His face was solemn as he came closer. He kissed my forehead and patted Evan’s shoulder coming to stand at the bassinet.

He knew the circumstances; he understood why we made the choices that we were making. Yet he stood there still watching his grandson sleep. 

“He’s perfect, and I’m sure they will take good care of him.” He said turning quickly to us. My dad stared at me waiting for me to open up to him. I nodded silent not sure what to say to that.

“He’s more than perfect.” Evan said his voice breaking. I turned a little stunned at him. Evan held a hand to his chest looking pained, my Dad stepped forward pulling him in for an awkward hug. It wasn’t often anyone tried to comfort Evan, most people knew not to ever try to confront his emotions.

“You will get through it, and you will later on know for certain it was right. Of course not now because all you see is this beautiful baby that you’re in love with. But it will happen I believe it.” He patted Evan’s back hard finally releasing him. Evan wasn’t crying but he was looking rather down.

“I get all that, and I know it’s what’s right but the feelings just won’t go away. It scares me to let someone take something so precious from me.” He said looking at Oliver.

“Yeah but Evan do you think this baby would benefit from being raised in this lifestyle?” He asked watching Evan.

“Of course not.” Evan said nodding his head.

“Then there’s   answer.” He said, and with that, we all enjoyed the time we had with Oliver, he wasn’t going to be around that much longer. We were choosing to make the most out of what time we had.

Maybe one day Oliver would know how much we cared about him, and how sad I was to say goodbye. Maybe one day I would sit and explain to him how I loved him but never wanted to parent him because I didn’t believe; I had what it took to do it properly. Maybe one day I would be accepted by him and thanked for what I chose to do. Maybe it would be the opposite and he would resent me because he only wanted to be with his true family.
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Go now
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The time had come to go home, and saying goodbye was never easy ever. To know you were about to give your child to people who you  barely knew was terrifying and heartbreaking. It had to be done so no matter what I thought, it had to happen.

Maybe under different circumstances I wouldn’t have given Oliver to anyone. Maybe if I hadn’t known all that I did about Grims, and how I knew that the life we were living was so cruel I wouldn’t have done it. But I did and I couldn’t take that back, I refused to raise Oliver as a child of a Grim and a mother who was just as complicated as his Father.

Our lives went from rough when Carlo was in it, to so much more complicated that there was no way it would ever work with a baby. The issues we thought were horrifying before seemed rather simple. Life was a totally different situation when Evan and his brothers were in control. As I said years ago, they hadn’t a clue what they were jumping into.

I guess you could say Carlo wasn’t so bad after all, and Oliver didn’t deserve to be a part of what the family had going on. 

I stared at the large crowd of family who sat in the room enjoying Oliver for the last time. Mark and Journey brought him a large stuffed elephant for a gift. Journey seemed to really enjoy meeting Oliver. Mark tried to be there for his brother, although he never was pleased. He wasn’t pleased that I became pregnant and he wasn’t pleased we decided on giving him up. He thought as most did that there was always a way to make this work. But I didn’t understand any of it because there was not a single person who could show me a person raised by Grims that turned out well. 

Journey cradled Oliver in her arms staring at him in amazement. She slowly walked the room. Mark and Evan talked lightly in one corner. I sighed staring from the bed at everything going on.

Yet another knock echoed the room and in came the one person I didn’t want to see. And that was Hannah, I had never moved past Hannah taking our mother’s side the past couple years. Hannah for some reason stayed bonded to her, and never wanted to believe she was wrong.

She made her way to Journey taking Oliver without a hello. Journey gave me a look knowing herself how I felt about Hannah these days.

“Did anyone get her to change her mind yet?” She asked for the millionth time. Evan sighed staying far away; Evan had slowly begun to detest Hannah as much as my mother. I raised an eyebrow giving her a look.

“Same as before.” I said as she brought Oliver over to me.

“This doesn’t make you sad?” She asked handing Oliver off, his eyes open he stared off into space, not knowing what was going on. And that kept me sane. He would never remember any of this, so he still had the fresh start he deserved.

“Of course it’s sad, but why would I be that sad when he is going to a beautiful family?” I asked touching his tiny face, running my finger down his little nose. I enjoyed watching him he was amazing.

“I told you Mark said that we could take him, did you and Evan even consider this?” She asked.

That was never a consideration; Hannah was never going to be allowed to raise my child. She would do as bad a job as my mother I thought to myself. I felt sorry for her children for having to put up with both of those women.

“I told you that would never happen. Will you let it go?” I asked under my breath to keep Evan from blowing up on her.

She let out a small sigh staring at me; I knew she wished she could force me. I knew she wanted to scream, but at the same time, I knew she was to stuffy to ever go that route.

One more knock and in came Kenny and Ari, a while back I would had shuddered to see them. But we had moved past so much. Ari and I found a way to move past all our anger. Kenny was forgiven for all that he put us through; only because we knew, it wasn’t his fault, and because they were brothers and that meant something to them.

Ari stepped quietly across the room coming quickly to me, her face showing irritation at Hannah. She touched my hand to let me know she was there. Journey made her way over as well taking my other hand on the other side of me. Hannah took notice seeming to back off some. 

There was one thing about women of Grims they stuck together no matter what. They might have fallen apart and away a few times, but the pieces always found a way to fall into place all over again. The reason for that was simple. We all knew the chances of finding anyone who felt how we did was slim, and we knew no one understood how much love we had for such messed up men. We were alright with all the flaws and that pulled us together. I knew any other girl who could withstand all that we went through deserved to be a friend of mine.

Journey fixed my hair to make me look better for Oliver’s upcoming sendoff.

“You still look amazing even after labor.” She said smiling at me, as she tried to smooth my wavy mane under control.

“Thanks don’t feel like it.” I said. Ari shook her head at me. She never would understand how I always like to second guess myself.
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Hope for more

[image: ]




“He’s absolutely brilliant.” Lyle said as he made his way through the crowded room to me, He kissed my cheek and gave me a smile before he even touched Oliver.

Seeing someone else beam over our child was two things, one of them being breathtaking, to know they saw how perfect he was. Two a little jealousy that they had the happy moment that you wished you had wanted.

Evan came to stand next to me; he gripped my shoulder as I handed Oliver to Lyle, Coven coming to join in on our homemade family situation. The rest staring from afar, Coven immediately searched my eyes looking for something.

“Are you doing ok?” She asked sweetly still seeming a little bothered. Evan smoothed my hair bringing me back into the moment that felt like it was not real at all.

“I don’t think there’s anything that could make me happier.” I said nodding at her. “You guys will be perfect for him.”

“We are calling him Oliver, so if it’s ok with you guys we would like you to keep the name.” Evan said to them both.

“Absolutely I love it.” Lyle said. Coven nodded watching Oliver wiggle and squirm in Lyle’s arms.

Lyle had a surfer look, shaggy brown hair almost to his shoulders. It fit his free personality, Coven a tall slender women who gave you a gypsy sort of impression, she wore long flowing skirts and many necklaces. Her dark auburn hair, her exotic eyes and tan skin. She would be an outstanding mother. Nothing about her would ever dull I thought as I watched.

“Anything you ever need just ask.” Evan spoke up again as the two seemed to become instantly connected and bonded with Oliver.

“Of course and the same for the both of you, we want nothing but happiness for this baby and both of you.” Lyle said a smile spreading from ear to ear.

Evan cleared his throat staring over at everyone who watched it all unfold like a movie.

“Can you all give us some privacy?” He asked causing everyone to move at once out the door. Hannah lingered coming up to us, she put her hand on Oliver’s head tears flowing like always.

“Eve are you absolutely sure this is what you want?” She asked between sobs.

I sat up in the bed growing weary off all her sadness. 

“Yes I am sure, and I really wish you would just be happy for me or just shut your mouth.” I snapped.

Coven looked at Hannah for the first time, she had never met my sister only knew what I had shared with her. But her expression was one I would always remember.

“Hannah, I know as much about you as a stranger on the street, yet I’m sure you know all that you think you do about me.” She said watching Hannah’s face.

“I just really think she is making a big mistake. She has family to help her.” She said wiping her eyes on her sleeve.

“Lyle and I understand that Eve and Evan want what’s best for Oliver. And we fully intend on helping them do that for him. What could be better than a parent willing to give their son everything they think that he deserves?” She asked touching Hannah’s crossed arms.

“He needs her not some fake family.” She said looking at me.

“Your sister is being unselfish you need to respect that and admire her for it.” Coven said sternly.

“That’s never going to happen. We never gave up on our family; I don’t understand where she gets that from.” Hannah sniffled watching Oliver.

“Oh, I don’t think that’s true at all.” Evan butted in. I knew he wasn’t letting that go. Hannah turned to look at him her eyebrows raised.

“What is that suppose to me Evan, once again you think you know what’s best for her like always.” She said disgusted, it showed all over her face. She might have been my older sister but she never saw things  the way someone her age should.

“It’s partly because of your messed up family she doesn’t want to have her own kid. You need to quit thinking your childhood was perfect Hannah because we all know it wasn’t. Your own Dad admits to that much.” Evan said throwing all the mean words at her like darts.

“Evan really just be quiet, we both agreed we weren’t going to let anyone upset us.” I said sitting further up on the bed to grab his arm, which was tense.

“No, I’m sick of everyone coming in here trying to judge us and what we want to do. You don’t understand the first thing about what I care about!” He yelled.

Coven backed off with Oliver in tow. Evan ripped his arm away from me moving closer to Hannah.

“Please tell me what it’s like to be in my shoes!” He screamed at her. Hannah flinched, her eyes wide in shock.

“Evan.” I said again looking at Lyle; he shook his head indicating he believed it was right.

“Tell me, you think you know what is right for us. Go ahead tell me what I should do!” He yelled some more.

“I didn’t say that I knew you guys don’t speak to me.” She stuttered.

“Because you don’t care, and Eve doesn’t want to talk to you. You know nothing about what my life is like!”

“Evan you’re a grown man, you knew the consequences. You got my sister pregnant, and now you don’t want to stand up to the responsibilities of the outcome. Be a man!” She screamed back at him his whole body towering over her small frame. 

My heart dropped and I leaped from the hospital bed in terror thinking Evan was about to lose it. He jumped forward grabbing her by the arm. I pushed him away from Hannah.

“Don’t you ever tell me I won’t stand up to my responsibilities, you know nothing about it!” He yelled his hand flying all over the place in anger. I barely missed it hitting me in the head. Lyle grabbed a hold of Evan’s shirt finally.

“You are more than capable of taking care of this baby, if you love my sister why would you make her choose to give up her son?!” Hannah yelled at him coming closer, she pressed her hand into his chest, poking him with her finger.

“Get her out of here, I swear to Christ get her out of here!” He yelled at everyone going across the room to stay away from Hannah.

Hannah turned his way keeping up her rant.

“You are a coward, just admit it!” I nearly slapped Hannah myself feeling Coven grab me by the arm.

“Just let her get it out.” She said in my ear.

“He’s going to hurt her.” I said back.

“Evan knows better than to do anything like that.” She said bouncing Oliver in her arms to keep him content. I bit my lip hoping she knew what she was speaking on.

“Just get out of here Hannah; I’ll be whatever it is you want me to be. I know what I’m doing; I know why I am doing it. And I know that you don’t know the reasons I have for it. So it doesn’t even matter.” He said coming over to us.

“It’s cowardly.” She said again.

“Then I’m a coward, only in your eyes.” He said back more calm. I grabbed a hold of his hand.

“You know Hannah you’re not doing any good arguing with my husband. It’s going to happen you need to leave.” I said staring her down.

“Yeah, go hang out with Mom. I’m sure you guys will have a ton to talk about now.” Evan threw in before Hannah stomped off in a fit of contained rage.

The four of us sighed looking around the room at one another.

“My decision is still the same; Oliver needs to be with you guys.” I said to Lyle and Coven.

“And I agree with her completely.” Evan said shaking his head, taking Oliver from Coven. He gave him one last kiss knowing we probably never would have the courage to come visit him. He knew deep down if he caved and saw his son; he would bring him back home. And he didn’t want to do that. Evan was trying his hardest to keep up his end of the deal with me. That was to stay strong when he knew he wanted to crumble. He knew as I did it was never going to be right or the way it should be for us.

He handed him to me; I kissed his face whispering in his ear that no matter what he should always believe that I loved him. Knowing that someone loved you was fine. But believing it with all you  had in you  made the world of a difference.

I touched his tiny hand one last time, admiring how much he looked like Evan. Imagining what he would grow up and be like, I wished him only the best. But I couldn’t be his mother; I didn’t have it in me. So many things happen for a reason, and he was meant to be. I was going to go along with that much.
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Begin where you left
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We came back from the hospital a little different, but physically the same. We were still simply Evan and Eve, secretly we were parents. We would always know that but life had to go on. In some ways that was nuts to say, life had to end was more like it. 

Carlo left us two years ago, left us with so much complication. He had known what he was doing like always. It was hard to figure out why any of us did not see that at the time.

Instead of Carlo causing all the drama, we understood why we all hated him so much. We all secretly hated him more. But at the same time we all knew he never would go away because what he was became a little of what each one of us became.

He left his three sons with the “business” and what we thought was a awesome thing soon became nothing more than stress and a burden. We all thought that we could do what we wanted, but it was all too complicated to even try it any other way.

Life was life and everyone was dying, and to balance life you had to let that happen. I could no longer be upset regarding who was the next to go. Or why any of the guys saw it fit. I barely asked questions anymore on the running’s of it all. I knew it was ugly and it never would look like anything but mass murder to me.

Evan tried explaining to me once that it was like a gigantic machine that did not only run one way. He told me there were so many parts, and so many pieces that it was hard for one to malfunction without the others breaking down as well.

I took that as there were so many in the business, there wasn’t much anyone could do without affecting someone else. So no matter what you believed was right if it wasn’t to the others it all would just blow up in your face. That was why I didn’t want to know any more details, it was too complicated. 

I explained it simply as the guys were in charge of something so important that it never would be understood or liked. Many wished they could have the control that they did, and many of them envied them. But none of them ever would understand anything more than what was on the outside. And I thought they all should be glad of that.

Another big change in our lives besides the pregnancy was we moved into Carlo’s home. We resided in Erie Ridge, and if it wasn’t for the mass renovation of his home, I probably would have been committed. When I was told, we were moving I panicked but Evan let me know I could make it anything I wanted. He just wanted to hold onto something from his family instead of selling it to strangers. So I agreed and that’s where we lived.

I found a great interior designer named Bruno to turn the darkness and evil into sunny and bright. Carlo’s old stomping ground was mine and I had transformed it into the most breathtaking home one could imagine. Sometimes I lost Evan in the house because it was so big, but it still was our home, and that was all that mattered.

I walked the halls the first day feeling rather empty. More empty than ever before. Maybe it was just the physical change, no longer waddling like a duck I thought. I wasn’t sure how I would feel knowing he was somewhere else being taken care of. But something about the whole thing was just odd.

Evan came from his office, the old office that once was Carlo’s. He studied my expression as he came closer.

“What’s going on with you?” He asked me grabbing my arm.

“Nothing just bored.” I shrugged hoping he wanted to hang out or do something to entertain my mind.

“Shopping always seems to cure that for you.” He offered. I scrunched my nose pulling away from him.

“And you’re not pregnant anymore, so you can buy some new clothes, it’s been awhile since you got to buy nice things.” He said.

“Oh I think I’ll just take a nap.” I sighed realizing men never really knew how to take a cue.

“Well let me know.” He called heading down the stairs. I nodded slamming the bedroom door.

It was way too early to think one way or another about the situation with Oliver. I was sure it was not Oliver that was bothering me. It was the fact that life happened and changed so quickly, and I was expected to just forget so fast. Like years back when Carlo died, Evan and his brothers swept that under the rug in the matter of days. And everyone was expected to go on with his or her lives.

I curled up on the Chaise lounge by the huge window that overlooked the yard, covering myself up with my chenille throw. Wondering if this was a moment that was not going to mean much later.

“What are you thinking about in that head of yours?” Evan asked coming in, I knew it wouldn’t take long for him to figure out I wasn’t fine.

“I was wondering how quickly all this would be forgotten.” I said looking at him. He sat down beside me staring out the window.

“I just don’t want to say the wrong thing to you.” He said touching my hair. “What is right to say, and what isn’t?” 

“I don’t understand what you mean.” I said looking at him.

“Is there anywhere deep down that makes you feel we did the wrong thing, or that I forced you?” He asked looking disturbed, I never thought he would think that ever. I was the one feeling as if I forced him.

“I don’t at all Evan. I know you’re in this with me no matter what.” I said touching his face. 

“Never say never Eve, you might resent me sooner or later about it.” He said kissing me.

“Why would you think that?”

“Anger, it always clouds your judgment and when you need to vent I’m sure it’s going to come out.” He said playing with my hand as he spoke.

“Are you serious?” I asked sitting up annoyed.

“I’m serious this is one thing we don’t know anything about, or how to handle.” 

“We will be fine, and I’m not angry about Oliver. I want to move on from all of that. I just don’t want to act as if nothing happened.” I said.

“We all know it did. And I will not ever forget that amazing baby that we had. He will always be a part of all my thoughts. But you can’t ask me to bring it up every day.” Evan explained.

“I don’t want that either.” I said yawning.

“Ok, because if we have to talk about it every day that means we can’t live without him. And if that’s the case we won’t be living much at all will we?” He asked looking in my eyes.

“Of course not.” I said knowing that meant Evan would bring him home, Evan promised a lot but he knew he wouldn’t let me suffer. If he believed I was he would do whatever he needed to make it stop.

“If I need to keep up my part you need to keep up yours, it’s hard but you have to.” He said kissing my forehead standing up.

“Go to work.” I said curling up for some well needed rest.
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When you are part of one of the most crucial and critical processes in the world, it gives you power. And power is a dangerous thing to have, it makes you feel superior. It makes you crazy, sometimes selfish and uncaring of what you do anymore.

When someone senses that you are powerful, all sorts of things  happen. And I learned that after marrying Evan. I couldn’t leave the house and go out in public without this noticeable look from just about every person who saw me anymore.

The Carlo boys had gained a name for themselves once Carlo had passed away. Everyone knew who we were, and even though they knew nothing about what it was we really did, they chose to treat us differently because they saw the power that was connected to each of us.

I wasn’t allowed to leave the house without a person along side of me. Because Evan feared for my safety, he knew that so many people resented us.

I locked up the house waiting on the steps for Kenny to. I wanted to do a little shopping to clear my head and return to normal life.

“Well come on.” Kenny yelled hopping out of his new black sports car; I wasn’t even sure the name of it. Everyone seemed to enjoy tapping into the even bigger fortune they had inherited.

Some would think Kenny would be the last person allowed to look after me. It was the total opposite Kenny I trusted more than anyone now, he had become the best friend I had lost when I lost Vanessa. Evan understood that there would always be a connection between the two of us. He knew it wasn’t anything more than a bond formed because we both understood each other’s crazy thoughts and bad attitudes. Kenny knew I loved Evan more than living and he was fine with that. He loved Ari more each day. I liked to think I had a part in his fondness of her, I taught him how to appreciate someone’s love for him. He never knew how to do that, and it just took some harsh words and he figured it out rather quickly.

“Where we going?” He asked hopping back in the car giving me a quick look before he revved the engine.

“How about that little boutique up the street?” I asked him buckling up feeling odd I had no more belly to fight with. I winced at the thought of it.

“Are you still feeling sorry for yourself about that brat?” He asked me laughing.

“Stop that’s my son you are talking about, sometimes your jokes go too far.” I said shaking my head.

“We’re still touchy so I’ll leave it alone for a few more days and try again.” He said.

“No, I don’t want to talk about it anytime soon.” I said looking out my window as we raced through town.

“It was right.”

“Huh?” I asked confused.

“To give him away, I would have done it. Evan can’t be a Dad and this at the same time. And you see what we are all like, it was the best choice you both ever made. Besides getting married in Vegas.” He said laughing at me.

I slapped his arm thinking about our Vegas wedding that Evan threw together to find a way to make my dream come true. It wasn’t perfect, it was tacky and chaotic; we all got drunk and talked about how we were scared to death of what to do anymore. Everyone had emotional meltdowns that night and then we flew home with hangovers. But to me that was all I needed to commit to him even more.

A big fancy wedding was never going to be more than a phony way to prove your love to someone. I believed if you loved someone it didn’t take anything more than saying so, and expressing it to them every day.

I watched the road as we drove not having much to say. It was hard to say anything when life seemed to take such a crazy turn. Life became so hard, but at the same time, it felt so routine. I didn’t have to speak to any of these people for them to understand me. I was a part of all the chaos.

After shopping for some clothes that would make me feel better, or so Evan thought. I walked back to the car with Kenny, laughing softly about the usual. The usual being Kenny poking fun at me for something silly he thought I did, or said.

“I’m telling you right now, you know nothing about sports.” He said as we discussed whether Kenny’s huge bet was right or not. I thought it was rather silly to place thousands of dollars on a football team. Kenny said sports made men more manly or something to that effect.

“I just think it’s silly, you have a fifty fifty chance of losing, but it’s your money what do I know?” I laughed dodging Kenny’s hand as it almost found the back of my head. I slipped back to the kidnapping it sending chills up my arms; no matter how much time passed, I would never forget Kenny’s cruel rage. Anytime he even pretended to hit me it secretly creeped me out. 

Kenny had apologized numerous times to me, no one else knew how much. But secretly he had gone as far as almost crying telling me how sorry he was. And I believed him; it just would never go away. I wasn’t sure if it ever would.

“Well I can tell you one thing.” Kenny said starting the car and giving me a sharp look. I raised an eyebrow knowing what was coming next.

“Go on and say it.” I said sighing, I was ready to hear the same thing I always did when I made a choice or glance at drinking. I had bought a couple bottles of wines to let loose. I saw nothing wrong with it, sometimes calming your nerves wasn’t a bad thing. And I secretly believed wine wasn’t as bad as beer or liquor. It made me feel almost ok; a long time ago, I would have felt differently, now I understood more how your feelings could slip away with enough of the beverage. 

“Why do you think he took all the alcohol out of the house?” Kenny asked me shaking his head. 

“Because ever since the first day he met me he thought I was an alcoholic I don’t know.” I said shrugging him off.

“Because he doesn’t want you doing anything stupid, you don’t need to drink to get over your feelings, deal with your feelings that’s how you get over them.” He said nudging me.

“Like you do right?” I asked pushing my hair out of my face to look at him closer.

I hated when people tried to tell me what to do, as if they would do what they were saying, you knew they were only saying what they thought was right. That always made me so upset.

“Hey, I always find a way to get over my issues, I made mistakes but I learned from them, and I am trying to get better, you on the other hand.” He said trailing off.

“What?” I asked curious what the other hand held.

“You are trying to take this whole situation and push it down and hide it. It’s not going to get you anywhere.” 

“Kenny, that’s because that’s what we want to do, in no way am I letting this thing take over.” I said letting out a nervous laugh, wondering if that was what I was doing in truth.

Kenny rested his hand on my leg patting it softly, his thoughts staying just that, thoughts, as we drove in silence back to my prison of paradise. Back to the one place, I knew I could be happy yet miserable all in the same day.
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When everything became so hard, I had to find ways to relieve all the pent up emotions. At first, I secretly slipped away and chewed my nails down to the bone. This helped nothing, and I moved past that quickly. Later I thought sitting holed up in my bathroom trimming my split ends would make it all disappear, my hair became healthier my stress just got larger.

So I finally caved and snuck into the wine cellar, well when it wasn’t padlocked. And I would sit on the floor the cold radiating my skin, and I would drink a whole bottle to myself and sneak off to sleep before Evan knew I was tipsy. At first, it was hard because I could not handle a whole bottle. But a whole bottle was what made me numb and it worked, all the days stress was gone and I was able to live without a big giant knot in my stomach and boulders weighing down my shoulders.

But that ended quickly when I realized I was pregnant. I no longer had the easy solution to getting through the night. I could make it through the day sure. But the night was for sleeping and I couldn’t bring myself to do that without a state of drunkenness.  So I went a whole ten months crying my eyes out to relieve the stress, driving Evan crazy and hoping it would all end. 

And when it did, my little friend came back to me. I didn’t care what anyone thought it was the best solution to getting through the night. I wasn’t a coward; I was simply trying to live. I didn’t want to hurt Evan and tell him how horrible I felt because he wasn’t my problem. Life was my problem. The way life was tossed out right before my eyes repeatedly each day that was my problem. I loved Evan more than being happy, without him I wouldn’t be. 

Sometimes I wanted to just die it was hard to admit, but I felt so terrible anymore. I felt like the things, which I wanted to be right weren’t and that I had no control over them.

I slowly seem to turn more into the weak person I did not want to be, and just put up with it all. I did not know how to pass over these crazy ideas. I hadn’t a clue how to cope with something so serious; this was beyond anything I had ever expected.

I understood why Ari was enthralled with pills that fed her ability to avoid feeling. I understood why Journey was so despondent and almost zombie like, how she had only one mood and that was happy, because they all had found a way to slip past reality into a comfortable crazy.

I was going to the same place they had probably found early into their relationships. When the three of us were together, it was sweet bliss, when alone it was nothing more than trying to cope with life. And to stay in love with the guy you cared so much about. It was beyond hard.

My head ached because I didn’t understand why I even felt that way. I hadn’t a clue how to come back to the place I was in the beginning. I was in too deep, and not knowing how to escape alive or complete. There’s no right or wrong, there simply was surviving, and hoping the one thing that I yearned for would still hold itself together. And that one thing was Evan and I.

I crept down the long hallway making my way to one of the many bathrooms on the first floor. Evan was nowhere to be found, and that was the usual anymore, with the three of them running all that went on in Carlo’s territory they hardly ever had a spare moment. I almost believed if I wanted to really have some time with him I would have to go on one of the many death hunts. This was what I called them, when it was time to end another life.

I popped open the wine bringing the large awkward bottle to my lips sucking down half of it in a hurry; fear always crept over me when I was in the middle of this. I always felt like it was going to be stopped before that relaxed feeling set in.

I wiped my mouth with one hand clutching the wine with the other; staring at myself in the many mirrors of the bathroom, my hair falling lazily over my shoulders. I raised an eyebrow crawling over to the big mirror on the closet door, trying my hardest to see the real me. Not the wore out one that looked back at me. My green eyes dull and circles seeming to just jump out on my face. I really could use a manicure I thought to myself shaking my head eyeing myself even closer.

“And a facial.” I said aloud tipping the bottle back. 

I finally sighed when I knew I was nearing the end of the red wine. I laid on the ground sprawled out like a dead carcass, running my hands down my stomach. It surprised me at how fast my stomach went back to pre baby shape, and how I hadn’t even one stretch mark to leave me a memory of what once was. Some might say I was lucky I said it was what I expected.

I wondered if Evan saw me as the same attractive girl he saw back then, it was hard to believe he still saw all that. He told me all the time that he did, and he still treated me as if I were the best thing that ever happened in his life.

I slowly started to feel more intoxicated as I lay there, my whole body relaxing and a feeling of warm and fuzzy washing over me, I bit my lip impressed at how quick it was working.

I sat up biting my thumb, crawling over to the drawers opening them up looking for something to help me out some more. The feeling was good but not good enough at that moment. I found a bottle of pills deep down in the junk that had accumulated from all my shopping sprees. I tossed them all aside opening the bottle and eyeballing them.

“If Ari can do it I’m sure I can.” I said with a shrug tossing my head back swallowing two muscle relaxers. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. I froze bottle in hand, slowly realizing he was home.

“What are you doing?” Evan asked pounding on the door, I slowly put the pill bottle back closing the door as quietly as I could do. Which wasn’t that quiet seeing I was stumbling all over the place. I regained my footing smacking my face to get myself to pull it together.

“What do you think I was doing?” I asked coming to the door.

“Well I’m home, and I have dinner.” He said calmly.

“What’s that, what could be for dinner?” I stumbled my words falling out all over the place in a crazy way.

“Why don’t you come see for yourself?” Evan asked giving a final bang before he seemed to disappear. I unlocked the door poking my head out before I came into the hallway. I crept slowly down holding onto the wall with one hand. This way I wouldn’t embarrass myself and fall in front of him. My legs wanted to work less at this point.

I somehow found my way to the living room, the usual place we ate. We had an enormous kitchen and dining room. But we never cared to eat in them. Evan was all set up with his plate watching a game on the TV. He looked up at me as I made my way in. I stopped moving to keep from showing my drunkenness. 

“What’s to eat?” I asked with a big smile. In the back of my mind, I thought if I were overly happy, he wouldn’t know what was happening. He stared at me long and hard but kept quiet.

I looked down at the table an array of sushi rolls and wraps sat out all over. Ever since I had become pregnant, I had discovered I loved sushi. Something I never saw myself eating, but now I couldn’t live without. We ate sushi probably three times a week.

“Oh, I could have guessed.” I said plopping down next to Evan. He loaded my plate with my favorites. As he handed me the plate I lost my grip it fell to the floor and like always landed wrong side down. I gasped as Evan kneeled down picking the plate up.

“Just leave it there.” I said pulling at his shoulder; he set the plate on the coffee table looking at me a little disturbed. I pulled him between my legs kissing his lips holding on to his hand as he made his way back up on the couch with me. He seemed rather eager to play along with my mood.

“Take your clothes off.” I said undoing his belt in a hurry; Evan stopped kissing me giving me a look.

“You just had a baby we can’t have sex.” He said shaking his head no.

“That only applies to the ones who kept them.” I said with a grin biting his lip pulling him back to me. He kissed me once more and stopped.

“You’re drunk.” He said sitting up zipping his pants back up.

“And you’re sober.” I said. I didn’t have much else to say to look sober.

“I told Kenny to not let you get anything but clothes.”

“I’m an adult; if I want to drink I think I can.” I said the room feeling as if it was spinning. My eyes hardly able to stay open, the pills were kicking in. 

“I thought we discussed this Eve, I don’t want to be going through this over and over.” He said dredging up the past.

“One time did I do something stupid while I was drunk.” I griped standing up and failing. I fell backward halfway on Evan. He pushed me off him a look of disgust growing bigger on his face.

“What do you need?” He asked.

“What do you need?” I asked back, it was the same thing every time.

“And it wasn’t one time you did something stupid, you almost drowned in our pool the last time, and the time before that you fell and busted yourself up something fierce.” He said reliving another nightmare.
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