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Chapter One

Laura’s frustration grew and she threw the stupid breast pump across the room. The damn thing was so painful and she hated it. Wasn’t her breast milk supposed to be drying up by now? It was the question Randy had asked for the last week and she had flinched every time he asked. She knew he hated her body this way, still slightly overweight from the size eight he preferred her to be. For a fraction of a moment she was guilty of wishing she hadn’t done her sister the favor of being a surrogate and then hated herself. Biting her lip she knew it wasn’t that she really wished she hadn’t done it. She had loved the whole thing, being pregnant the hope and excitement on her sister and her brother-in-law’s face and the moment when she had handed them the baby had been bittersweet. 

Even over a month later the pain ate at her. She had wanted so badly for it to be her baby but knew it wasn’t to be. Randy had hated her pregnant with Justin, he hadn’t touched once she began to show and she had stopped breast feeding only three months in because he found it disgusting. For almost two years she had gone without making love to her husband because he hated the changes in her body but she had known deep down he hadn’t gone without sex. The pain of knowing it had torn her up deep inside but she hadn’t been willing or able to let her husband go. It was a momentary thing, she knew not all men thought a pregnant woman was appealing. So in her mind she had given him a pass for his infidelity and known she didn’t dare get pregnant again because she couldn’t take the pain if he did it again. 

There had been a part of her that had hoped her husband had grown and her being a surrogate for her sister wouldn’t be the big deal her pregnancy with their son had been. Then she was young at only twenty one and her body had changed dramatically. Fifteen years was a long time, their marriage was a good one and strong enough for what she wanted to do for her sister, wasn’t it? She did all the things he asked for, every time, even when she didn’t enjoy them just to please him. Yet, she knew once again he was cheating and this time she couldn’t turn a blind eye. Except she wasn’t sure how to make it all happen, how did one go about ending an eighteen year marriage? What would she do and how would she do it?

Dan, his name flashed in her mind. He was an attorney at the same law office as her husband and handled divorce cases, while her husband was mainly corporate law. Dan had always been so sweet and nice to her. Always he had told her if she needed anything she could come to him. She was pretty sure he knew Randy had been cheating and was giving her a hint he would help her when she was ready to admit it too. 

Rifling through her purse she came up with his card and with trembling hands dialed the cell phone number on the back. She winced at calling him on a Saturday but she didn’t want to give herself time to change her mind. This had been over five years coming and she couldn’t wait another day. The phone only rang twice before he answered. 

“Dan, this is Laura Chatham you know Randy’s wife and I, I don’t want to be his wife anymore. I need your help, please. Can you please help me?”

“Hey, Laura it’s okay everything is going to be okay. Give me twenty minutes and I’ll be right there. You’re at home right?”

She made a noise that sounded close enough to yes. 

“Twenty minutes and I’ll be there.” It was a promise as he hung up. 

As soon as the call ended she burst into tears. She was doing this, she was really doing this. Looking around the large home she wondered if she would stay here and immediately knew she didn’t want to. Randy had picked out the biggest house on the block, he hadn’t cared what it looked like inside just that it was the biggest one. It had taken a mountain of paint and wallpaper to even attempt to keep it from the museum it had felt like when they moved in. Even after all her hard work she had never felt like she was really comfortable here. Mainly she stayed in her bedroom that had a small sitting room that she had made into a book and reading room. It was small and cozy and she loved it, no Randy could keep the house. 

Crossing her arms, she moaned as the pain hit her from her swollen breasts. Then she looked down at the worn lounge pants and sloppy tee shirt and robe she was wearing. For a moment she wondered if maybe she didn’t deserve to get cheated on. If she had stayed the size eight Randy had liked and taken better care of herself than he wouldn’t have cheated. But every time she looked at her now softer body she remembered being pregnant and the look on her sister’s face. No, she would do it all over again, she really would. It hadn’t just been the right thing to do, she had wanted to do it. 

Wiping the tears from her eyes she ran up to change. She didn’t want Dan to see her looking like such a mess. As she went upstairs she passed Justin’s room, oh how had she forgotten Justin? Then immediately she laughed, Justin would be happy when he found out about the divorce. Justin called Randy a prig behind his back. Even though she tried to reprimand him she couldn’t keep from laughing. Justin had known his father’s distaste for her pregnancy and hadn’t been able to understand it, especially as his aunt Naomi was one of his favorite people. For now Justin was spending the summer with her parents in the small town of Minnesota she was originally from. He often moaned about the heat in Miami and enjoyed the months during the summer with his grandparents. 

Throwing off her clothes her mind tumbled over what to wear. She pulled out a bra that was a lot like a sports bra because it was so light and gave her aching breasts some breathing room. Self-conscious she pulled on a long black peasant skirt and a loose off the shoulder black top. In the bathroom, she splashed cool water on her face and then brushed out her long hair and pulled it into a pony tail. Looking in the mirror she wondered what it was about her that had really pushed Randy away. She knew she was beautiful with a long oval face, a thin classical nose and wide mouth with round cheekbones. In high school she had been the girl all the others envied, between all the volleyball and swimming, her body had been an almost perfect four. 

At only eighteen she had met Randy at a visit to Perdue campus and he swore he had fallen in love at first sight. He’d been four years older and about to get his masters in law. Before the end of her first year he had talked her into marriage, she had fallen pregnant the year she graduated and had thought it was the perfect timing. Randy had started at a great firm in Miami, everything was looking up. Yet Randy had begun digging at her weight gain little by little. Well, she was no longer in sports, she had managed to get a scholarship based on her grades and they had been more important and okay she had gained the freshman fifteen. While she wasn’t a size four anymore she actually felt more comfortable as a size eight. Then she’d had Justin and stayed at a size ten for just a little too long as far as Randy was concerned. Seeing just how much he hated her size and having realized he was cheating Laura threw herself into losing weight and being more attractive for Randy. 

Now as she walked down the stairs she realized she should have called it quits then. It didn’t matter she had just had Justin, for years Randy had belittled her and put her down and she had no one to blame but herself for it. Because she had chosen to stay and put up with it. When the doorbell sounded she almost wilted in relief. 

Chapter Two

––––––––

Opening the door she wanted to throw her arms around Dan. Once again she was struck by just how handsome he was. Randy was the tall, slim blue eyed blonde haired type and Dan was the exact opposite. The phrase tall, dark and handsome always ran through her mind when she saw him. Dark brown hair and soft light brown eyes fit his light tanned skin. He was thick and sturdy, more of a football player to Randy’s basketball build. She blushed as she realized she was comparing them, when really there was no comparison. Dan came out far ahead not just in looks but he was always so nice and seemed like a genuinely good guy. Today Dan was in tight jeans that showed his tight rear end off nicely and a black Polo short sleeved shirt. 

“Are you okay? You sounded so upset?” He looked concerned and she wanted to hug him in thanks. 

“I’m better, please come in. I’m sorry for calling you crying like a demented woman but I just finally got it. It all clicked, I want a divorce. I don’t want to be married to Randy anymore, haven’t wanted to for years if I can really be honest. I wanted him to want and love me but he doesn’t. Now I’m tired of trying to be something that will never make him happy. Will you please help me with the divorce?

Oh my gosh, where are my manners? Can I get you something, tea, water or a beer?”

Dan was still for a long minute and then he laughed. “That is so you Laura, you’re rightly upset about asking me for help for a divorce and still trying to be a good hostess.

I’m sorry this is upsetting you but I am so glad you are finally seeing that Randy is an enormous jackass for not making you aware everyday how lucky he is to have you.” 

“You knew didn’t you? That he was cheating?” No anger, just acceptance. 

With a frown, he nodded. “I’m sorry he wasn’t very discreet. Come on, sit down with me. I want us to talk first and make sure you’ve really thought this through and aren’t making a rash decision.” 

Laura shivered at the arm that had come around her as he guided her to the long plush couch in the sitting room. “This isn’t really a rash decision. Over the last year it’s been clearer and clearer that Randy can’t make me happy because he doesn’t want to. I can’t be what he wants me to be anymore. 

It all came down to me being the surrogate for my sister. There was no assumption on her part, she gave me a while to think about it but with me being thirty six this year we knew it was going to get harder the longer we waited. I have
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