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Chapter One
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As Olivia drove away in her little red convertible the world would have thought her life was perfect. In reality though; nobody ever really knows the full truth of somebody else’s life. She drove away tears running down her cheeks and her hand on her stomach shielding her unborn baby from the horrible life it would have lived had she stayed. She knew there wasn’t a life for her there. They wouldn’t fit into the lifestyle of the former high school football star turned big time frat boy in college. Where does a baby fit into drunken parties full of beer pong and chaos? She had to get away. She knew she had to leave before Chris ever found out about the baby. He wasn’t father material. She wouldn’t force a child on him and she wouldn’t force him on a child. Her child deserved a father who actually wanted to be a father. 

“Olivia felt a pang of guilt over the note she’d left him.”

“Dear Chris,

I know this will probably come as a shock to you but I don’t love you anymore. I’m sorry to be so blunt about it, but I don’t fit into your busy football life any longer. I’m leaving school for now. I’m not sure what I want to do with my life at the moment.  I’ve thought long and hard about this and I’m sorry if I hurt you. I wish you all the best in life.

Always,

Olivia 

She really didn’t know what she was going to do or where she was going to go, but for starters the best thing for her was to go home to her father. She knew that he would have answers for her.  The road stretched for hours before the familiar security gate came into view. A solitary guard greeted her.

“Hello Ms. Vandergate. How are you this evening?”

Olivia knew she must look a mess after crying most of the way, but she didn’t care. Keeping her voice steady, she said. “I’m great. Thanks.”

The guard allowed her to pass with a wave, and she drove up the long winding drive to the beautiful white Victorian style house with white columns. Her family was what people called ‘old money.’ Her grandfather owned most of the town and, after he died, everything went to her father who ended up buying most of the rest of the town. They were a very prominent family which meant telling her father that she had a scandal wasn’t going to go over very well. He wouldn’t like the fact that his only daughter was pregnant out of wedlock and had no plans to marry the father of the child. This type of news wasn’t exactly the kind of thing that was easy to tell her father.

As Olivia rubbed her hands on her jeans nervously and then quickly pulled her hair back in a ponytail. She did one last rub of her eyes to make sure they weren’t too badly tear stained before walking into the house. 

“Hello Ms Olivia.” The Butler greeted her.

“Hello Winford. I’m going to go in and see Daddy.” She walked over and gently knocked on the door of her father’s study.

She heard a voice on the other end of the door say to come in. As she stood there with trembling hands she slowly turned the knob.

“Olivia. Darling come on in. I wasn’t expecting you today.”

“Hi Daddy.” She said trying not to unleash the waterworks but it didn’t work. They came flooding down and she found herself crying uncontrollably.

Her father hurried to her side and put his arms around her. “What is it? What happened? Are you okay?”

Olivia wiped away the tears and looked at her father. “Daddy. I’m in trouble. I need your help.”

They walked over to couch to sit and talk. Olivia sank down into the cool brown leather as memories rushed through her head. She had more talks than she could remember with her father on that very couch.

David Vandergate was a very understanding man when it came to his only daughter. He would do anything in his powers to help her and Olivia knew that.

“What is it, Honey? Just tell me and I’ll make it better.”

Olivia took a deep breath then let it out slowly. “Daddy, you were right about Chris. All he wanted to do was party every night. Other than football of course.”

David looked at his daughter with a little bit of confusion. “Okay. Hold on. You are this upset because of a fight you had with your boyfriend.  That doesn’t sound like you.”

As she scratched her head and tried to find the right words, she started to fill him in on the whole story. “I wish that was all Daddy. I thought things were going to be different. I knew how he was in high school but I thought now that he was an adult that things would change. Well I learned fast that things didn’t change. He is still acting like a child with no care about the future. He has no plan at all if he doesn’t get drafted into the NFL. I have more to think about than just me now. I have my child to think about.” She sat there for a minute waiting for her father to understand what she just told him.

“Your child? Olivia, what are you saying?”

“I’m pregnant Daddy.”

David got up and started pacing back and forth in his study. He ran his hand through his smoky gray hair looking for the words. “Does he know about the baby?”

Olivia began to cry. “No! I couldn’t tell him. He is no kind of father. What would we do? Show up on weekends with our baby to his frat party?”

David walked to his daughter and put his arm around her. “Okay good. I’ll fix this. You tell nobody that you are pregnant until I say. Don’t worry. I will take care of everything. You go get some rest and we will talk tomorrow.” He kissed his daughter on the forehead before leading her out of the study.

Olivia walked out of the study mentally exhausted. She knew her father would know what to do. She walked up the stairs to her bedroom to get some clothes before going to take a long hot bath. She stood in the middle of the room looking around. Her father had kept it exactly the way she left it. Her Bon Jovi poster was on the wall right where she left it. She smiled as she thought about the huge crush she had on him. Not unlike most girls her age, her nights were filled with dream after dream of marrying him. She walked over and picked up her pom poms from her cheerleading days thinking of how things were much easier back then. She dropped them back down on the dresser and her hand landed on her stomach. How was she supposed to raise a child when she wasn’t much more than one herself?

She gathered her clothes and went to the bathroom and started the hot water. She poured her favorite scent of bubble bath into the water before getting in. As she sank down in the steamy hot bubbles she wished her mother was still alive to talk to. Her father was wonderful but at times a daughter likes to talk to her mother. Sometimes a mom’s shoulder to cry on is what she needed.

Olivia stayed in the water until it turned cold then got out and wrapped herself in her big white fluffy robe. She was completely worn out and fell asleep the minute her head hit the pillow.  

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Two
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The next morning Olivia woke early, got up and dressed before going down to meet her father. It had been a long restless night but she had managed to get a few hours’ sleep. Thoughts of Chris ran through her head. She had left him with not much of an explanation. She couldn’t help but feel as if she took the coward’s way out. She glanced in the mirror at the bags under her eyes and tried to cover them with make-up the best she could. She ran the brush through her long brown hair before pulling it back in a hair tie. Well this is as good as it’s going to get. She thought but knew that wasn’t going to be acceptable. She grabbed her make-up bag and got to work on making herself presentable before going downstairs.

When she got to the bottom of the stairs she heard voices coming from the study. She glanced around looking for any signs of who might be there. Her father hadn’t mentioned having company first thing. She walked over to the study door and heard her name. Who is in there? She wondered. Why are they talking about me? She asked herself. Curiosity got the best of her. She lightly tapped on the door

“Come on in, Honey.” David said to his daughter.

“Good morning Daddy.” She said as she glanced over to the couch where an attractive young man she was guessing was about twenty-five
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