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***

Even if you’ve lost your first love, be that divorce, bereavement or just drifted apart. I believe there is someone out there for everyone. Don’t give up.

***
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright


[image: ]


All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review.

Copyright © 2022 by Rebecca Andrew

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Seasonal Short Stories

Want You
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Caught You – (coming September 2022)
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Why oh, why, did Georgia have to go conker picking?

It was supposed to be a fun day out with her boys. Her father used to take her and her brother when they were young. She was happy to continue the family tradition with her children.

The problem was, whenever they went, her boys felt the need to climb every single surface within a three-mile-radius. But her fear of heights always caused problems. At that moment, as Georgia Bell clung to the tree she climbed twenty minutes earlier, she was regretting it. She climbed the tree to help her youngest son, Nicholas, to get down because he was stuck. It seemed like a clever idea at the time.

Until she got stuck herself!

Both her sons were highly amused by the turn of events. Of course, neither of them could understand her fear. It was irrational. The odds of her falling and hurting herself like her brother, Dean did when they were children, was small. She knew that. But try telling her brain and heart that. Right at that moment, neither of her organs would listen to reason. They were both too busy trying to prevent her from passing out or throwing up on herself.

Her plans for the weekend, once involved a bubble bath, a smutty book and bad television. Not scaling trees and getting stranded. It was all her ex-husband’s fault for letting her boys down, again. The fact she climbed up, of her free will, with a fear of heights, was unimportant. Georgia needed to blame someone. If it weren’t for him, she would not be stuck in a tree, terrified to open her eyes and look for a way down.

Georgia tried to take a steadying breath to calm herself. All she needed to do was focus her thoughts on something else. She forced all her energy into planning her ex-husband's painful death. Not that she was going to kill him. At least, she didn’t think so. Heck, she watched enough murder documentaries, and she could get away with it...

The look on her son’s faces, when she told them their father couldn’t take them for the weekend, was a look she was all too familiar with, and one that still broke her heart. Those looks gave her plenty of motivation to bump him off. Sighing, she shook off the idea. She was too much of a good person to do that. Not to mention her boys would be upset if they lost him. Phil was an arse, but he was their father.

They were married for four years, blissfully unaware of the bubbling resentment for each other. When they divorced five years ago, Georgia found a peace she never thought possible. They were both much happier apart. She missed the companionship but not the man himself.

Becoming a single parent wasn’t as hard as she expected. But then, she was a single mum before the divorce. In truth, nothing much changed. Yes, she moved home, with her boys, to a smaller home with a big yard. However, she was still the one to do all the cooking, cleaning, and housework in general, alongside her work. The only other difference was she went to bed alone – with her trusty vibrator. She couldn’t remember the last time she shared her bed with anyone.

The sound of both her sons, calling for her to come down pulled her from her thoughts. Opening her eyes, a fraction and peeking between her lashes, she chanced a look down. For a split second, she saw their faces and then the world began to spin. Shrieking, she pulled back and wrapped her arms around herself. Georgia forced nausea down. There was no way she was going to vomit. Not a chance.

A tear trickled down her cheek. She felt like an idiot. Heights never troubled her when she was a child. She used to go on the big rides at the carnival or theme parks. After the accident involving her brother, she went to therapy. It worked miracles for Dean. He was back to his normal self, as normal as he could be, in no time. It didn’t help her. Part of her wanted to beat the fear, quash it, and never live in fear again. But the fear overrode every other thought. It was a hopeless endeavour.

“Mummy, should I ring the fire brigade? They will help you down,” shouted Daniel.

She chanced another glance down and noticed his arm wrapped around his brother, Nicholas, who was now in tears. It broke her heart. The humour of the moment seemed to have dried up for them both. Whilst Daniel was trying to think of ways to help, Nicholas appeared to be beside himself.

“No, son. Don’t worry. Please, just give me a moment. I’ll get down in a minute,” she promised.

“But, mummy, you’ve been up there for ages. You’re stuck,” he pointed out.

“Do not call the fire brigade, Daniel.”

Georgia couldn’t fault his logic. She had been in the tree for longer than she anticipated. The plan was to climb up and help Nicholas, who was in floods of tears in the tree, down. Of course, it never went that smoothly for her.

Nicholas ended up getting his pants leg caught on a branch. So, in the end, she was left with no choice, but to leave her bag at the base of the tree and struggle into a sitting position on the trunk of the tree, before freeing him. The problem was, the second Nicholas was free, her courage up and left!

“Why, oh why, did I have to climb this tree?” she whispered. “Looks like I’ll be living up here for the foreseeable future...”
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There was nothing Kieran enjoyed more than watching his two sons, Joseph, and Marius, playing together in the park. It wasn’t often he got to spend time with them both, what with his job and the divorce from their mother three years previous. He treasured the moments they got together, where he could watch them be children and play.

Joseph, his oldest, seemed to take the divorce well enough. Marius still struggled from time to time. Of course, they were both so young and it was hard to explain to them why he was no longer around as much as he used to be.

To stay close to them, he moved home and secured a new job. Both were closer to where they lived, but far enough away from his ex, that they wouldn’t cross paths all the time. His home was currently full of cardboard boxes that needed to be unpacked, but he didn’t care. It was his weekend with the boys, he would have plenty of time to unpack.

Looking around the park, he couldn’t help admiring the view. The sound of children laughing and playing in the play area filled the air. The main road was visible behind the treeline. Behind him, there was an array of flowers and bushes decorated the greenery. A bandstand sat in the centre of the space and a small ice-cream café, sat to his right. The best part though was the woods in the distance. Trails led
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