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It’s finally time to go home. I can’t wait to grab a beer and sit on my couch to watch sports all weekend.

‘Can you pick up triple chocolate ice cream on the way home?’ Stacey texts.

I start to text her no, to get it herself, but she’s been feeling terrible all week and still having to work all day despite having to visit the bathroom multiple times a day. The pregnancy is really doing a number on her. ‘Sure. Anything else?’ I text back. It’s taking a toll on me too.

‘Maybe Doritos, Cheetos and Oreos.’

That’s way too much junk food, but I bite my tongue. I’m not the one growing a human inside of me, but if she starts to gain too much weight I’ll be forced to say something. Everyone knows that you don’t actually need to eat for two during a pregnancy. She promised she wouldn’t ever gain too much weight.

At least going to the store means I can get more beer. Something tells me I’m going to need it to get through this weekend for sure. I also grab fresh cook at home pizza from the deli. She seems to be able to keep that down most times and it’s my favorite meal so we both win.

A half hour later I pull into the garage, food in hand. “I’m home!” I yell.

“I’m in the kitchen.” 

I smell fish, I hate fish and she knows it. Is she trying to ruin my night? Why does she still cook that when I’ve told her not to.

“You feeling good enough to cook?” I try to sound happier than I am.

“Yeah, this afternoon I started feeling myself again and cod fish sounded amazing for some reason. Then I ice cream and chips and junk food also sounded great so I’m hoping this means I’m over the nausea for a while.”

“That would be nice. I didn’t think you’d be up for cooking so I got a pizza.” I lift up the box.

“We can have that tomorrow.” She completely ignores that fact that I hate fish.

“How about you eat fish and I eat pizza.”

She frowns, “But I cooked dinner for both of us and fish is good for the baby. Please eat dinner with me and we can eat your pizza tomorrow.” She gives me those daggers.

“Okay.” At least she’s not complaining about feeling terrible so I guess I can suffer through one night of fish for her. The things I do for this woman. It’s never ending!

“It’s ready, will you set the table?” 

“Sure.” I grab the plates, silverware and a beer for myself.

“You’re going to drink?” She asks.

“Yes, it’s Friday. I’d like to relax a little.”

“Don’t you think it’s unfair that you get to drink and I don’t” She whines. Here we go again.

“A little, but I have limited how much I drink. I don’t have a beer ever night with dinner, just Friday and Saturday. I feel a compromise is good.”

“I guess,” she shrugs, “But please don’t get drunk.”

I’m getting annoyed now, “I won’t, I don’t! When was the last time I got drunk?”

“I don’t remember, but it’s happened recently.”

“The fact that you can’t remember the details means it was not recent. Why are you making a big deal out of this?”

“I’m not!”

“You are. I get that it’s annoying to not eat or drink certain things and that you feel terrible and that being pregnant is hard, but do you have to take all of it out on me?”

“I’m not taking anything out on you! Some things just don’t seem fair and I’m exhausted.” She starts to cry.

I resist the urge to roll my eyes and reach to pull her in for a hug but she pulls away, “I’m fine with going to the store for random cravings, drinking less beer because you can’t have any, eating gross fish because it’s better for the baby and all the other things I need to do to support you, but I can’t give up everything I like, just because you have to. That’s not fair to me either.”

“Fine!” she stammers, still oozing annoyance.

“I get pregnancy is hard and exhausting, but I can run you baths and rub your feet to try and make up for it. The part you don’t understand from my perspective is that you get to feel that bond for months and will eventually start to feel it kick then move and all those other amazing things that I will never get.”

She shrugs, but says nothing.

“You and that baby will have this instant connection when it’s born and I’ll have to start mostly from scratch. Yes of course I can touch your belly and talk to it and feel it kick on the outside, but it’s you that it will know for sure. I don’t get any of that.”

“I know, I’m just tired is all.” She huffs.

“It must be exhausting but if we can just work together that would be nice.”

“Fine.” She says again. “Can you bring the salad to the table?” She’s tying to avoid talking about it anymore. 

Some of me feels like an asshole, but she’s been doing this since she got pregnant. Telling me what I can and cannot do when she never really did that before. It’s too much for me to handle along with her constant nausea, exhaustion and weird requests for things.

Like the foot rubs. Who the hell wants to rub another persons’ feet? Not me. But one night she begged me to do it. Said that they really hurt from standing all day, so I gave in and now it’s almost an every night occurrence. I hate doing it, but figured it’s the least I could do since she’s the one who has to carry the kid for nine months. She better not expect it for the rest of our lives cause that ain’t happening.

“So how was work?” She asks then takes a bite.

“Fine, we got a new programmer today on our team, so that will lighten the load. We’ve been so swamped and needed another set of hands and eyes for this project coming up.”

“That’s great! What’s his name?”

I fail to point out to her that it’s sexist of her to automatically assume it’s a man just cause it’s a programming job since she loves to point out when I’m a misogynist, but I let it go. “Blake, is the name. Arizona State graduate like me and also plays sports so we have a lot in common. Should be a good addition to the team.” 

“Great! I’d prefer you have less on your plate at work when the baby comes so you’re there if we need you.”

I nod, not sure what she really means by that but don’t want to start another heated discussion. I can’t just leave work on a whim at any moment.

“Well my day started out terrible with the puking and headache but Cheryl at work brought in some ginger tea and some peppermint essential oil and it was such a huge help! I definitely have to get more of both so I have them around at tall times.”

“That’s great! Thank you Cheryl. Figures the woman who’s been around and done everything would have the cure for pregnancy pain.”

“I know right! I’m for sure going to her when I have any questions. Between her and my mother, they have all the answers.”

I nod, biting my tongue about her mother who loves to push her way into our lives every chance she gets. I knew we should have moved away from this area once I graduated but I never really understood how much her claws were in my wife till it was too late. At least my mother is usually in my court, so that helps.

“The day went so much better after her cures, which made it much easier to focus on my patients all day versus trying to force my way through it all.”

“I’m glad. Give me the name of that tea and I’ll buy and entire case online!”

She laughs. I’ve always loved her laugh. It’s been missed since she’s not been feeling herself this past month. So many things have changed since she announced her pregnancy four months ago. Most of it’s fine, but some of it’s harder to get used to. I know a lot of the changes will go back to normal after the baby is born, but then there will be even more extreme changes to come. 

Am I ready for all this? 

I thought I was but with all the nagging and controlling behavior, it makes me miss our life that we had. We’ll never get that back and It’s tough to take.
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