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Dedication


This book is dedicated to Amber, Cooper, Keegan and Billy, and all the children who have passed through my home. It’s been a privilege to have cared for you and to have been able to share your stories. And to the children who live with me now. Thank you for your determination, strength and joy, and for sharing your lives with me.
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A Message from Maggie


I wanted to write this book to give people an honest account about what it’s like to be a foster carer. To talk about some of the challenges that I face on a day-to-day basis and some of the children that I’ve helped. This book deals with the topic of fostering a sibling group. It’s not uncommon to foster sibling groups but it had been a while since I’d fostered three children from the same family.


My main concern throughout all this is to protect the children that have been in my care. For this reason, all names and identifying details have been changed, including my own, and no locations have been included. But I can assure you that all my stories are based on real-life cases told from my own experiences.


Being a foster carer is a privilege and I couldn’t imagine doing anything else. My house is never quiet but I wouldn’t have it any other way. I hope that perhaps my stories inspire other people to consider fostering, as new carers are always desperately needed. In fact, there’s currently a recruitment crisis facing the fostering community – across the UK, there’s currently a shortfall of 6,000 foster carers and the UK is experi­encing the lowest number of foster carers in a decade.* It comes at the same time as there are approximately 107,000 children in care across the UK.† Foster carers are needed more than ever so please do look into it, if it’s something that you or someone you know has ever considered.


 


 


 


 





* The Fostering Network. ‘Crisis in foster care continues as new figures show major shortfall in carers’. Available at: https://www.thefosteringnetwork.org.uk/news/crisis-in-foster-care-continues-as-new-figures-show-major-shortfall-in-carers/ (accessed 11 November 2025).


† NSPCC. ‘Children in care: statistics briefing’. Available at: https://learning.nspcc.org.uk/research-resources/statistics-briefings/children-in-care (accessed 10 December 2025).









ONE



Expectations


The kitchen was filled with the sound of chatter and laughter, just as I liked it.


‘Nana, Amber says you’ve got cake for pudding,’ my four-year-old granddaughter Edie told me with a cheeky smile. ‘A chocolate cake.’


‘Did she now?’ I teased. ‘That depends if everyone has eaten their pasta.’


‘I have!’ yelled four-year-old Amber.


‘Me have too,’ Edie quickly added.


She looked over at her mum, Louisa, whose plate was barely touched.


‘But Mummy hasn’t,’ she said.


‘Well, there’ll be no cake for Mummy then,’ I laughed.


‘Sorry,’ sighed Louisa, pushing her plate away. ‘It was lovely, it really was. I just had a big lunch and I’m still pretty full.’


‘Don’t worry, lovey,’ I said, putting my hand on hers. ‘I’m only teasing you. I’m not going to force you to finish it.’


I turned to the girls.


‘Why don’t you two go and play while I clear up then I’ll get the cake ready?’


‘OK, Nana,’ nodded Edie. ‘Come on, Amber.’


As they ran off to play in the front room, I smiled.


‘Edie’s so grown up these days,’ I sighed.


‘I know,’ nodded Louisa. ‘I can’t believe she’ll be off to school in a few months.’


I’d started fostering Louisa when she was thirteen, after her parents had been tragically killed in a car crash. We had our ups and downs and she’d spent months recovering physically from the crash as well as dealing with the crippling pain of her grief. It had taken Louisa many years to adjust to a life without her beloved parents. When she left the care system at eighteen, she chose to carry on living with me. I saw her as a daughter and I couldn’t have loved her any more if she was my biological child.


I was so proud of Louisa and it was lovely to see her now living her own life, happily married to Charlie and being a brilliant mum to Edie.


Edie called me Nana and she was, to all intents and purposes, my granddaughter and there was no doubt she had me well and truly wrapped around her little finger.


‘How’s Amber getting on?’ Louisa asked me.


‘She was very unsettled at first but she’s slowly getting there,’ I nodded.


Four-year-old Amber had come to live with me two months ago. Her mum, Petra, had fallen into a bad relationship and become addicted to heroin. Amber was often left on her own with no food, but it had remained hidden for six months because the old lady who lived in the flat next door had been stepping in to help. She’d taken Amber under her wing, looking after her when Petra often disappeared for days on end. It was only when Petra had fallen pregnant again and a midwife had expressed concerns, that she’d finally fallen under Social Service’s radar. It had quickly become clear what was going on at home and Amber had been taken into care.


Despite everything that she’d been through in her short life, she was such a sweet girl. It had taken the last few weeks for her to get used to a routine – regular mealtimes, bathtimes and bedtimes. She’d fought against it at first and there had been tantrums, nightmares and lots of wet beds. They were still occurring but less frequently and she was starting to seem more settled.


‘It’s so lovely to see her with Edie,’ I said to Louisa. ‘I think being around her is really helping.’


Edie had been the best teacher when it came to showing her how to play. Children who’d experienced neglect like Amber, who, from being babies, hadn’t had much stimulation or interaction, weren’t able to play creatively. She’d been left in front of the telly for hours on end in a bare, cold flat. When she’d first come to me, I’d shown Amber some toys and she didn’t have a clue what to do with them. But she’d watched in fascination as Edie used her imagination to play with dolls, cars or dinosaurs and she’d tried to copy her. It had taken time and perseverance but slowly she was learning how to be a child. Little ones like Amber always made me realise what an important part play has in a child’s emotional growth.


‘Is Amber going to be with you for long?’ asked Louisa.


‘I don’t know yet,’ I shrugged.


Amber’s social worker, Harry, had contacted me a few days ago to say that Petra had a sister in the Czech Republic, where she was originally from. She’d told Social Services that she was keen to take Amber and have her go and live with her and her family over there.


They’d just started looking into the possibility. They would have to do all of the usual checks from the UK and link up with the Czech social services, who would go and visit Amber’s aunt at home. Amber had never met her aunt, who already had two children of her own.


‘It’s still being worked out,’ I told Louisa. ‘But a family member has come forward who might want to take her on.’


‘Well, it’s lovely to see her and Edie playing so nicely,’ she smiled. ‘Hopefully she’ll be around for a little while yet.’


I stood up from the table and pushed my chair back.


‘Right, I’m going to load up the dishwasher,’ I said. ‘And then I’d better get that cake sorted for the girls.’


I glanced over at Louisa who suddenly looked absolutely exhausted.


‘Are you OK, flower?’ I asked her. ‘You look shattered.’


‘Oh yes, I’m fine,’ she replied, jumping up. ‘I’m just going to nip to the loo.’


She practically ran out of the room and when she came back ten minutes later, she was ashen.


‘I’m sorry,’ she sighed, ‘I think I need to go home. I’m not feeling well at all; I just feel really queasy.’


‘Oh, lovey,’ I replied. ‘Come and sit down and I’ll get you a glass of water.’


I led her over to the sofa and she slumped down.


‘So when were you going to tell me then?’ I asked her, sitting down next to her.


‘Tell you what?’ she asked innocently.


‘That you’re pregnant.’


Louisa gave me a weak smile.


‘Is it that obvious?’ she sighed.


‘Well, it is to me,’ I said, grinning.


‘I was going to tell you but it’s still so early,’ she told me. ‘I’m only a few weeks gone and I feel terrible.’


‘Oh, flower, that’s wonderful news,’ I grinned, giving her a hug. ‘I’m so happy for the three of you.’


‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘It’s taken a while. We’ve been trying for months and to be honest, I was starting to worry that it was never going to happen.’


‘Edie’s going to be thrilled,’ I replied.


‘I know,’ smiled Louisa. ‘She’s going to be an amazing big sister. I just wish I didn’t feel so lousy.’


‘It will soon pass,’ I reassured her. ‘It’s a good sign that all those hormones are kicking in.’


I’d suspected for a while that they’d been trying for another baby. I’d noticed a few months ago that Louisa had stopped drinking caffeine and neither she nor Charlie were drinking alcohol. I hadn’t said anything as completely understandably, Louisa was quite private about things like that.


‘I’m so excited,’ I beamed. ‘Another little one to love.’


‘I know,’ she replied. ‘I’m worried the flat’s too small but we can’t afford to move right now.’


‘You’ll manage’ I told her. ‘And you’ve still got all your baby stuff from Edie up in the loft.’


They’d kept Edie’s old pram, crib and cot and had been kind enough to lend me a few things over the past few years whenever I’d had a baby to foster.


‘That’s true,’ she nodded.


‘Maggie, please will you keep it to yourself for a while,’ she added. ‘I’m only around seven weeks and I want to wait until we’ve had our first scan before I tell Edie.’


‘Of course,’ I said. ‘My lips are sealed.’


‘I just hope everything’s going to be OK,’ she added, her brow furrowing with worry.


I could understand her fears. Louisa’s first baby – a little boy called Dominic – had died shortly after he was born. At the twenty-week scan, doctors realised he wasn’t developing properly in the womb and they were told that he was unlikely to survive to full term. Louisa and Charlie had made the brave decision for her to be induced and Dominic had only lived for five minutes after his birth. It was heart-wrenching seeing how broken they both were for months afterwards. Even though Edie had helped bring the joy back into their lives, I knew Louisa could never relax and enjoy being pregnant until she was holding a healthy baby in her arms.


‘It will all be fine,’ I told her, patting her hand.


‘Let me know if I can look after Edie a little bit more at weekends so you can rest,’ I added. ‘Amber would definitely be happy to see more of her.’


‘Thanks,’ she smiled. ‘I might take you up on that. I just want to sleep all the time.’


Suddenly the girls came running back into the kitchen demanding cake and sadly we didn’t have any more opportunities to chat.


Later that night, after Louisa and Edie had gone, I ran a bath for Amber. My heart felt full of excitement at the thought of my family growing and having another baby to love and treasure.


As I handed Amber a flannel, I wondered to myself if it would be a boy or a girl.


‘I love babies,’ I said out loud. ‘Do you like babies, Amber?’


I said it without thinking and, as soon as the words had left my mouth, I desperately wished I could take them back.


Amber nodded.


‘My mummy had a baby in her tummy,’ she told me.


Petra’s baby, a little boy called Richard, had been born six weeks prematurely after she’d taken heroin throughout her pregnancy. Sadly, I knew the reality of what that looked like from the babies I’d fostered in the past. It was always distressing to see a newborn baby having to go through drug withdrawal in the first few days of their life. I remember going to see one little boy that I was due to foster straight from the hospital. It was horrendous to hear his high-pitched cries and see his tiny, frail legs and arms trembling as his body withdrew from the drug. He’d suffered for months afterwards and had even had seizures which were terrifying to witness.


Richard, who was Amber’s half-brother, had spent the past month in hospital being monitored. Harry and I had talked about him with Amber, and tried to explain it to her in an age-appropriate way. It was important for her to see Richard so we’d taken her up to the hospital for a short visit. She’d stared at him shyly in the incubator and stroked his face.


‘Where’s baby Richard?’ Amber asked me now.


‘He’s in the hospital,’ I reminded her. ‘Remember we went up to see him? The doctor said he’s getting better every day.’


Amber nodded and then carried on splashing about in the bath water.


Thankfully Richard was becoming stronger and the plan was to discharge him soon to another foster carer. Newborn babies tended to find adoptive parents very quickly and easily but with all the paperwork, it could still take a few months. Hopefully Amber would get the chance to see him one last time before he was adopted; it was then up to the adoptive parents whether they chose to stay in touch with her or not.


Sadly, there was no point in Amber having lots of contact sessions with Richard while he was with his foster carers. She would start to build up a bond and a relationship with him and then it would be upsetting for her when he was adopted. There was also the risk his adoptive parents wouldn’t want to keep in touch with her.


I could understand it when adoptive families didn’t want their child to keep in touch with birth siblings. I’d experienced this a lot especially with the babies and toddlers that I’d fostered. I think as they get older, adoptive parents worry that birth siblings are somehow going to negatively influence their child. They sometimes have a fear that if their child stays in contact with their birth siblings, they’ll constantly be reminded of their old life and try to hang on to it, and not fully move on and attach to them. Each case has to be judged independently but generally, I think it’s positive for children to maintain that connection to their birth siblings. As they’re growing up, it gives them a sense of where they’ve come from, and helps them to learn about and understand their past and how they came to be in the care system. Some adopters are really keen to keep that contact and I always try to support that if it’s in the child’s best interests.


Having Amber in Richard’s life would be a constant reminder for them of his birth mother and his traumatic start in life. But, particularly as they got older, I felt it was a positive thing for children to have that connection with their biological siblings.


‘Is Mummy coming to get me soon?’ Amber asked suddenly.


The mention of her baby brother had obviously got her thinking and remembering.


Even though her life with Petra had been chaotic to say the least – she’d often been left home alone in a run-down, cold flat with just biscuits, sweets and crisps to eat – it had still been home to her and ‘familiar’.


‘Remember Harry told you that Mummy’s not able to look after you at the moment,’ I told her. ‘So you’re going to stay here a little while longer with me.’


Social Services had offered Petra the chance to have supervised sessions with Amber but so far, she’d failed to turn up to any of them. Thankfully the contact centre was only a ten-minute drive from my house and Harry had always arranged for Petra to arrive half an hour earlier than us. So he’d always been able to ring me and tell me that she hadn’t turned up before I’d set off with Amber. I’d not even told her that we were going to see her mummy as there was nothing worse than having to explain to a child that their birth parent hadn’t turned up to see them.


My heart felt heavy with sadness, hearing this little girl asking for her mother and seeing her acceptance as I told her her mother couldn’t look after her at the moment.


I read Amber a story – something she’d only recently started to tolerate and sit still for – then tucked her in, as ever hoping for a peaceful night.


As I sat in front of the TV that evening, I smiled to myself as I thought of the new grandchild on the way. Louisa was right – it was going to be a challenge for her and Charlie. They had a small two-bed flat and I knew they’d been saving for a house. Charlie was a mechanic and Louisa was a nanny so they didn’t have much spare cash and it was going to take them a while.


I always felt guilty that I couldn’t help them out more financially, but fostering is never something that you choose to do for the money. People are often under the misapprehension that foster carers earn hundreds of pounds a week when, in reality, it’s much less than the minimum wage and you’re on duty 24/7. As a single carer, I just about managed to get by every month but sadly there wasn’t much spare to be able to give to Louisa and Charlie. What I could offer was helping out with Edie a bit more so Louisa could rest.


However, worries aside, I couldn’t wait for another baby to love and my heart swelled at the thought of my little family growing.












TWO



A Proposition


The following morning, I was still buzzing about Louisa’s baby news as I got Amber ready.


I was planning to take her for another session at a local playgroup. She wasn’t old enough to go to school yet but I wanted her to spend some time in a childcare setting. It was important for her to get used to being around other children as well as learn how to follow instructions from adults. The previous times we had been there, I’d stayed with her but today I was hoping to leave her for half an hour on her own. Next year, she’d be starting school and it would be a huge shock for her if she hadn’t had much chance to mix with her peers.


I was just making breakfast when the phone rang. I thought it might be Amber’s social worker Harry ringing with news about her aunt in the Czech Republic.


‘Apologies for the early call, Maggie,’ said a familiar female voice.


‘Oh, hi, Becky,’ I said to my supervising social worker. ‘How are things with you?’


‘Busy but all good,’ she told me. ‘How’s Amber?’


‘She’s doing really well,’ I smiled. ‘She’s a lot more settled and she’s getting on with Edie so that’s been nice to see.’


‘Aw bless,’ she replied. ‘I haven’t seen Edie for ages – I bet she’s looking really grown up now.’


‘She is,’ I said.


I was so excited about the new baby, it was hard keeping it quiet but I’d promised Louisa that I wouldn’t share the news.


‘I’m not actually ringing about Amber,’ continued Becky, changing the subject. ‘I wanted to test the water and see how you’d feel about taking on another placement?’


‘Oh,’ I replied, surprised.


I put down the toast that I was buttering and sat at the kitchen table so I could concentrate properly.


‘You’re still on the vacancy list so I thought I’d at least run the idea by you,’ she said.


‘Absolutely,’ I nodded. ‘You know I’m always keen to help if I have the room.’


I’d been approved to foster up to three children at a time and I had the space for it. Sometimes, depending on circumstances, or if it was a large sibling group, I was able to get an exemption that meant I could foster more children.


Sadly, local authorities always had more children than there were foster homes available so I’d often have more than one placement with me at a time and I was used to balancing the needs of different children. I imagined it was like being a birth parent: you just got on with it and got used to the juggle. I enjoyed fostering children of different ages at the same time. I liked the variety and if I was ever struggling, I would call on my support system – people like Louisa and my friend Vicky, who was also a single foster carer – to help.


Amber was sleeping in the single bedroom but I also had a large bedroom with bunk beds and a single bed in it, which I used for fostering too.


I felt those first flutters of intrigue that I always did when Becky rang about a new placement.


‘So what can you tell me about this little one?’ I asked her.


‘Actually, there’s two of them,’ she replied. ‘They’re brothers and they’re not exactly little either.’


She explained that it was two boys – Keegan, eleven, and Cooper, fourteen.


‘As you know, older kids are always more difficult to place but I thought I would try you on the off chance as I know you have a soft spot for troubled teenagers.’


‘You know me well,’ I laughed.


A lot of foster carers wouldn’t even consider fostering two older boys but I thrived on older, more problematic, kids. I liked the challenge of trying to work out what their issues were and how I could help them.


She also explained that the boys had a younger brother too – four-year-old Billy.


‘Oh, so there’s three of them?’ I asked, confused.


‘No, they’ve been able to find a foster placement for Billy,’ Becky explained. ‘But unfortunately that carer didn’t want to take on the older boys as well.’


She explained that Social Services realised it was going to be hard to find a carer to take on all three boys, so they’d decided to place Billy and then search for another carer for the older two ones.


If they couldn’t find a carer to take them, the only option would be for them to go to a children’s home.


‘They’re keen to avoid that though,’ Becky told me. ‘Apparently the boys have been through a lot and they’d prefer for them to be placed with a foster carer.’


Children’s homes tended to be for kids who struggled in foster care and were too disruptive to live in a home environment.


‘Helen, their social worker, is really struggling to place them with any of the carers who work for the local authority,’ Becky told me. ‘She and I were chatting about the boys and you came to mind straight away.


‘Obviously there’s no obligation,’ she added. ‘I completely understand if you decide it’s not the right thing for you and I know you’ve got Amber to think about too. I thought I would try you first just in case you felt like it was something you might consider.’


I knew this wasn’t going to be an instant decision.


‘I’m not going to say no but I’d like to know a bit more about them first,’ I told her. ‘As you pointed out, I’ve got Amber to consider too.’


‘Absolutely,’ replied Becky.


She paused.


‘I’m just about to go to an appointment at a house about ten minutes from you,’ she added. ‘Why don’t I pop round afterwards on my way back to the office? I can say hi to Amber and we can talk it through.’


‘That sounds perfect,’ I told her. ‘I’ll make sure the kettle’s on.’


As well as finding out more about the two boys, it would be nice to catch up with Becky. I’d been with my fostering agency for years and she’d been my supervising social worker for most of that time. Her role was to be my support and my sounding board. She was the buffer between me and the local authority, and would check that I was OK. I’d talk to Becky about any issues or problems that I had and she would help me come up with a solution, liaising with social workers or the local authority on my behalf, if needed. We got on well and it was rare for us to get a chance to have a coffee together.


‘Becky’s coming over later to talk to me,’ I told Amber.


She’d met Becky a couple of times over the past few weeks.


‘Will she play with me?’ asked Amber.


‘Not today, flower, because she really needs to talk to me,’ I told her. ‘But as a special treat, I’ll let you pick something to watch on the television.’


‘OK,’ she grinned.


An hour later, Becky was at the front door.


‘Come on in,’ I smiled.


‘I can’t remember the last time I was here,’ she said. ‘It’s been so busy and we seem only to see each other at meetings these days.’


We tended to catch up at the agency or at Social Services.


‘Not a lot’s changed,’ I smiled. ‘I still haven’t redecorated the kitchen and I always seem to be battling an endless washing and ironing pile.’


‘At least it’s homely,’ she laughed.


‘Amber, do you want to watch some cartoons now?’ I asked her and she nodded eagerly.


I didn’t tend to put the TV on during the day but it would give me and Becky the time to sit and chat without interruption.


Once Amber was settled on the sofa in the front room, I went back into the kitchen and sat down with Becky.


‘So,’ I smiled, ‘what can you tell me about Keegan and Cooper? How have they ended up in the care system?’


‘The poor lads have been through a lot,’ she sighed.


She explained that their mum, Cheryl, had died of cancer a couple of years ago when the youngest, Billy, was only two.


‘Their parents were separated by then but they moved in with their dad, Jason,’ she explained. ‘Sadly, things slowly deteriorated.’


The boys had come under Social Service’s radar when teachers noticed that Keegan and Cooper were coming into school scruffy and unkempt. Their uniform was dirty and smelly and they were hungry and tired.


‘It was clear that Jason was struggling to cope but social workers were working with him to try and support him with the boys,’ she said.


Becky described how they’d got Billy a nursery place and a social worker was visiting him every few weeks.


‘But then a few days ago, Jason just upped and left.’


‘What do you mean?’ I asked.


Becky explained that he had phoned his social worker and said he was moving to the other side of the country to be with his new girlfriend.


‘What about the boys?’ I asked.


‘Apparently he said his girlfriend already had four kids of her own and there wasn’t room for the boys at her house.’


I was flabbergasted.


‘So he just left his three sons?’


‘Yep,’ nodded Becky. ‘The social worker went round and tried to talk it through with him but he just got up and walked out.’


She described how he’d already cleared the flat and packed all the boys’ belongings in bin bags. Social Services hadn’t been able to get hold of him since.


Becky said the boys hadn’t even been aware that he was going.


The image of three boys standing there with all their worldly belongings in bin bags, watching their father walk out on them was heartbreaking.


‘I suppose the only saving grace is that at least he told Social Services he was going,’ I shrugged.


Some parents just disappeared, leaving their children on their own to fend for themselves.


‘So where are the boys now?’ I asked.


‘There wasn’t any family around who was willing to take them so we’ve managed to place them both with an emergency foster carer for now.’


Some foster carers only did emergency work. If social workers needed to remove children suddenly or in the middle of the night, or if police were interviewing a child, that’s when emergency carers came in. They were always on call and tended to work two weeks on and two weeks off. They’d take children without any notice, sometimes for just a few hours or at the most, a few days. That gave social workers a bit of breathing space while they found the right placement for them. It wasn’t for me but some carers I knew enjoyed it because it meant they didn’t become emotionally attached to a child. You were just there to give them a safe but temporary place to stay.


‘The emergency carer can only take them for a couple of days,’ added Becky. ‘So Social Services are keen to place them.’


‘Those poor boys,’ I sighed.


It never failed to amaze me how some parents just abandoned their children. These three boys would still be grieving for their mother and must be feeling so rejected and alone.


‘Do you know what they’re like?’ I asked Becky.


‘I haven’t met them but I’ve spoken to their social worker Helen and she sent me their case notes. She described Keegan as a quiet, well-behaved boy who was doing well at school Cooper sounds like the exact opposite,’ she sighed. ‘Very disruptive in class, cheeky, gets into fights. He’s clearly a child who likes to push back against boundaries and authority.’


I nodded.


‘I think they’re keen to try and keep them together in the hope that some of Keegan’s calmness will rub off on Cooper and his behaviour will start to settle.’


‘They’ve been through a lot; it’s not surprising there are a few issues,’ I said.


‘I’m not going to sugar-coat it,’ said Becky. ‘If you decide to take them on, it’s going to be challenging, particularly with Cooper.’


She paused.


‘And it’s whether you feel you can cope with that and Amber too. So I completely understand if you decide it’s not for you.’


I didn’t know what to think. These boys had been through a lot and I could understand why Cooper was pushing buttons and showing some challenging behaviour. But could I deal with that on top of Amber’s needs too? But there was also the chance that things would work out with her aunt and she could be off to live in the Czech Republic in a few weeks.


‘Can I sleep on it and get back to you in the morning?’ I asked.


‘Of course,’ Becky nodded. ‘I know it’s a big decision.’


Becky and I chatted for a while longer before she had to get back to the office.


‘I promise, I’ll ring you first thing,’ I assured her. ‘I know Social Services need to find a solution.’


For the rest of the day, I was engrossed in my thoughts, weighing everything up in my mind.


I took Amber to the playgroup and to my surprise, she was happy for me to leave her.


I only had half an hour so I decided to sit in my car and give my friend Vicky a call. She was my sounding board and my shoulder to cry on, as I was hers. I trusted her opinion as she’d been a foster carer for over twenty years, like me.


‘What is it, Maggie?’ she asked when I rang. ‘You sound hassled.’


‘I’m fine,’ I replied. ‘I’ve just got a bit of a dilemma.’


I told her about Cooper and Keegan.


‘What are your worries?’ she asked. ‘Do you think you’d struggle to cope with balancing the needs of a four-year-old and two older children?’


‘I’ve fostered little ones and teens in the past and actually I think it can work quite well,’ I told her.


Younger children often helped to soften teens and they would end up playing with them. Plus little ones went to bed early, leaving time for me to spend with older children.


‘I think you’ve answered your own question,’ Vicky told me and in my heart I knew what I wanted to do.


When we got home from the playgroup, I called Becky.


‘I thought you were going to call me tomorrow?’ she replied.


‘There’s no need – I’ve already made up my mind,’ I said firmly. ‘I’m going to say yes. I’d like to foster Keegan and Cooper.’












THREE



New Arrivals


Now I’d made a decision, everything suddenly started moving very quickly.


‘I’ll call their social worker Helen and she’ll be in touch,’ Becky told me. ‘She might even want to bring them round this evening.’


‘Tonight?’ I asked. ‘I understand if there’s no other option but please could I have this evening to get their bedrooms ready and sort everything out?’


‘I’ll do my best,’ replied Becky.


Thankfully she messaged me back to say Helen was happy to bring them round first thing the following morning.


A lot of the time, children did arrive with only a few hours’ notice. However, I knew these boys were safe with another carer and it was good to buy myself a little bit more time so I felt I was properly prepared.


I tackled the bedroom first and gave it a quick hoover and dust. There was already clean bedding on the beds but I changed the duvet covers to blue stripey ones as I worried the purple ones I currently had on might be a bit too girly for them.


Amber looked on curiously.


‘We’ve got two big boys coming to stay with us,’ I told her. ‘Their names are Keegan and Cooper.’


‘Will they sleep in my room?’ she asked.


‘No, flower, they’re going to sleep in here,’ I told her. ‘That’s why I’m getting everything nice and tidy for them.’


‘Are they coming now?’ she asked.


‘No, not until the morning,’ I replied.


In typical four-year-old fashion, she just nodded and seemed to accept it instantly, without question.


Once I was happy the bedroom was sorted, I got all of the basics out of my cupboard. I’d bulk-buy things when they were on offer so I had a constant supply of toothbrushes, towels, flannels and other toiletries all ready and waiting for when I needed them.


I wasn’t sure how much stuff Keegan and Cooper were going to have with them but I knew I could dig out some emergency pyjamas and clothes if needed until I could take them to the shops.


For the rest of the day, I was filled with a feeling of anticipation. I always had a few nerves the day before a new placement arrived. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was going to work out and if these boys were going to be happy with me.


I also wanted to sort out some jobs that I’d planned to tackle in the next few days but I wouldn’t have time for now as I would need to focus on Keegan and Cooper. I quickly wrapped a birthday present I’d bought for Charlie, sent my good friend Graham an email as he’d been staying with his sister in Australia for the past few months, and did some paperwork from my agency that I needed to clear.
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