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      For all of you who’ve made it this far into Nick & Eve’s sordid tale—thank you. I promise to make it worth your while.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “The course of true love never did run smooth.”

        William Shakespeare
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      I grabbed onto Nick’s arm for fear of falling.

      But—but—Louise couldn’t have said what I just heard her say.

      No, no, it wasn’t possible.

      Nick’s hand pulled me closer to his body as I felt his body stiffen. “That can’t be true,” he said, and I started to feel faint.

      My eyes were unable to leave Louise’s beautiful, round belly.

      “It’s true, Nick. He’s yours,” she said, and right there and then my knees finally did give out.

      He.

      He.

      The room began spinning, and I clutched onto Nick even tighter now.

      She was going to give Nick a son?

      We’d been purposely trying for months without luck. But one weekend with Nick was all it took for Louise to accidentally get pregnant?

      A son.

      Nick’s son.

      My best friend was carrying my fiancé’s son.

      The next thing that came out of Nick’s mouth was more of a roar than anything else. “I said—that’s not fucking possible! You’re a lying whore, and I want you off my property right fucking now!”

      Louise stepped back, both hands on her stomach. “It’s true. You know I wouldn’t say it if it wasn’t.” The frightened look on her face was also sincere.

      She’d never lie to me about something like this.

      I knew my best friend too well.

      I inhaled a few deep breaths as I found my feet again. My poor stomach was in knots, though. “Louise, come in, we all need to talk,” I said, reaching my hand out.

      She sucked her lips into her mouth as her chin began to quiver, and nodded.

      “Not one fucking step, do you hear me?” Nick spat out at Louise, scaring even me. “You are not welcome here anymore.”

      Louise’s eyes fell to the floor. “I’m not lying. I wouldn’t do that.”

      “You took advantage of your best friend’s goodwill gesture? And now my fiancée and I are to suffer because of your incompetence?” He moved closer to her as Louise slunk back.

      Nick bent forward a few inches. “Nothing infects my family. Do you understand me? Nothing.”

      Now that I could stand on my own, he stood completely between us in a protective stance.

      “That,” he pointed to her stomach, “is your husband’s problem, not mine. Do not try to pin your mistakes on me. Although, I doubt this was a mistake, right, Louise? You wanted this to happen, didn’t you?”

      He shook his head, letting out a loud growl. “You did this on purpose. Well, you got what you wanted. Now, leave. And let me be clear, so there’s no misunderstanding. You are dead to us. You do not contact me, you do not contact Eve. Ever.”

      Then, he hastily grabbed the edge of the door and slammed it in her face.

      “Nick!” I yelled in shock, unable to believe what he’d just said. My hand went right for the door handle. “She’s right, we need to talk about this.”

      “No, we fucking don’t!” he screamed at me. “She lied to us, Eve. She betrayed your friendship. It’s over.”

      I couldn’t believe any of this was happening.

      First, Louise shows up at our door announcing she’s pregnant—with Nick’s baby.

      Nick’s son.

      And then he kicked my best friend in the in world out of our lives.

      Forever.

      Permanently.

      What a nightmare.

      “We have things to discuss.”

      He shook his head. I’d never seen the look on his face before. He was angry, possessive—and something else that I couldn’t place.

      “She made her decision months ago without us.”

      “Nick, accidents happen,” I whispered, really hoping he’d cool down soon.

      He let out a sadistic laugh. “If you think for one second that she didn’t want this to happen—” he huffed, and his stance widened, “Come on, Eve. You can’t be that fucking naïve.”

      This was obviously going to take me a lot longer than I’d thought. I didn’t have time to waste, so, I opened the door, and ran through.

      “Eve!” Nick shouted after me. I rushed in my sock covered feet across the frozen ground to my best friend’s car. I didn’t turn around, though. I kept running until I banged on her window.

      She gazed up at me, tears streaming down her face. The window slowly traveled down. “Give him some time, okay? I’ll meet you later. Where are you staying?”

      Louise sobbed, her shoulders shaking. “I’m not. My plane leaves soon. I just wanted to tell you both.” She looked completely devastated, and shattered.

      “Look, these things happen—” I said, trying to think of the right words. “It’s just as much my fault as it is yours. I mean—it was my idea for you two, to—you know.” My stomach wrenched as I thought about how that was true. It had been my idea for Nick to fuck Louise.

      I mean, I knew he wanted to—and she wanted to. But they would never have acted on those desires if I hadn’t given them the green light.

      I set my hands on the door, and she placed one of hers on mine. “Evie, Nick’s right,” she said in a barely there voice. “I-I did do it on purpose. I mean, I wasn’t on any kind of birth control. I’d still had some kind of deluded hope that my husband—”

      I was speechless.

      Nick was right.

      She’d done it on purpose.

      My heart sunk to my stomach. And my stomach twisted and churned with that knowledge.

      She shook her head and wiped her eyes. “It doesn’t matter anymore. I was lonely. The Paris trip was like a wonderful dream for me. Just don’t blame Nick—or yourself for this, okay? He’s right, it’s best if I leave and never come back.”

      Her hand squeezed mine as I said, “Let me get some shoes on, and we’ll go somewhere and talk.”

      “Oh, Evie, I should never have come back. I’m so sorry.” She put the car into gear and it was clear she was leaving immediately.

      A moment of panic hit me at the thought of her leaving. My eyes shot down to her stomach. “Louise, can I?” I asked, lifting my hand, needing—for some reason—to touch her belly.

      She smiled at me and nodded slowly. I reached my hand through the window, tentative at first. Then Louise pulled it onto her growing bump.

      Suddenly, I felt a thump against my hand. Louise let out a small laugh. “He likes you. He only kicks for people he likes.”

      Now, we were both crying—Louise’s hand on top of mine—on top of her son.

      And Nick’s.

      “Oh, Louise,” was all I could get out. There were no words for times like this.

      No cards in the grocery store for this occasion. “Congrats! You got knocked up by my fiancé!” or “Best wishes on raising my boyfriend’s baby.”

      “Evie.” She sniffed, rubbing my hand. “I love you more than anyone else in the world. I want you to know that. And, I want you to have a beautiful life.” Her head nodded toward the house. “Nick will give you that life. Forget about me. Forget about what I’ve done.”

      Her eyes looked down at our hands. “Promise me you will.”

      “Louise, I’m serious. Stay a few days. I’ll call you in the morning.”

      She shook her head vehemently, then removed my hand. “No, he’s right. I need to go. I never should have come here,” she muttered, staring out the front windshield.

      “We’ll talk tomorrow. Don’t go home,” I pleaded with her, genuinely wanting to sit with my friend and work this out.

      Even after her stunning admittance of guilt.

      “Goodbye, my friend,” she said, taking her foot off the brake pedal.

      I had no choice but to move back. “Louise, stay.”

      “I love you,” she mouthed before her foot hit the gas pedal.

      She—they—drove off, and this horrible sense of foreboding ran through me.

      I really felt like that was last time I’d ever see my friend.

      I started crying again, harder this time.

      I cried for me.

      And I cried for Nick.

      Then I cried for Louise, and how alone she must feel right now.

      After that, I finally cried for the baby who might never get to meet his father.
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      “Enough, already. It’s been days,” Nick said, poking me in the shoulder with a tray of food.

      I hadn’t eaten in—well, I couldn’t remember.

      But, I wasn’t hungry.

      Not at all.

      Apparently, when your best friend in the whole world purposely gets pregnant with your fiancé’s baby—you lose your appetite.

      I rolled over in Nick’s big bed. “I told you I wasn’t going to eat. Why did you bother bringing that up?” I pointed to the tray in his hands.

      He had the same worried look on his face that he’d had since the day after Louise popped in.

      He’d been adamant that Louise—and the baby—were out of our lives forever. We weren’t to talk or mention either of them.

      Ever.

      It was more than obvious that he was majorly ticked off.

      I couldn’t blame him.

      I mean, processing the fact that Louise had fucked my fiancé without being on any kind of birth control at all—was pretty damn hard to do.

      She’d admitted it.

      Nick had accused her, but I could not—would not believe such a thing of my friend.

      Until she’d laid it all out there.

      “If you don’t eat tonight, I’m taking you to the doctor tomorrow. It’s your choice,” he stated in his serious voice. It held more than a hint of warning.

      Nick never said things he didn’t mean.

      I knew
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