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1990s – Shane

I slid into the chair at the Internet café. Dropping my book bag by my feet, I logged into the computer and began my research. I got about two hours before I need to catch the bus for the return trip home, I thought, so I set the timer on my watch. Keeping secrets from my grandparents is something I hate to do, but they monitor my computer at home. The pair love me and have raised me all my life. They, however, are old and just don’t always understand me. They think it's best that I don’t know where my mother is. Grandma breaks into tears every time I mention Noreen, mother’s name. The pain in granddad’s face is just as heartfelt. I’ve decided it's better to learn about her from the internet and not them. They are great people, and to bring them pain would hurt me as well.

Bing! The computer finished its search and I’ve finally made some progress. I found her! It took everything in me not to jump for joy like I just beat the latest video game. Noreen-Marie-Hill is alive and living in a shelter, a few hours away from here. Now what do I do? I jotted down all the information with my stylus on my tablet and stuffed it into my backpack. Ways to contact her started floating through my head. Maybe emailing the shelter may be a way in. Since the Post Office is on the verge of collapse it can’t be trusted, email is the most efficient way to contact people. My heart was racing. I was both nervous and excited. I have to get my emotions under control before I return home or my grandmother would see right through me. It’s no way I can lie to that woman’s face, she has always been able to read my face.

I glanced at my wristwatch and could see I still had about thirty minutes to kill, so I did a little research on a side project. My Grandparents wouldn’t let me have a Temple Link device, they insisted on this retro watch. I didn’t mind; it was cool, none of the other kids have one. With some ideas on a new kind of fingerprint spray the police department can use, I did some research. Teaching myself chemistry combinations has been a side hobby. My high school doesn’t go that far, so I am using the internet and library books.

That night while eating dinner with my grandparents, I got them to talk about what it was like to bring me home from the hospital.

"You were the most beautiful baby I’ve ever seen, Grandma gushed. All the nurses said so. Just like your mother when we adopted her. We brought her home as a newborn as well."

Grandma wore that faraway look she often got.

"Noreen was so young and only a child herself when she had you. She asked us to look after you for a while. I was so happy to hold you in my arms and knew I would always look after you."

Granddad’s face filled with anger and pain. He said, "She did the best she could for you when she got up and left the hospital. Son, we wanted to care for you when she couldn’t. I only wish she had told us who your father was, for your sake. However, haven’t regretted a moment with you." He offered me a weak smile.

I could tell the pain from in his face, losing his daughter still hurt. Since she wasn’t dead, just refused contact with them, was worse. My decision was made, I would email the shelter, meet her, then maybe reunite them.

**Months later***

The older woman rushed into the café, looking disheveled. Her hair was braided, in twin dark plaits on each side of her head, with the loose hair sticking up everywhere. She wore no make-up and her drawn, wrinkled faced reflected an age way past her birth years. The documents I pulled up said she was in her early thirties. She, however, looked to be more in her fifties. Her worn face, thin lips, a sharp nose and eyes so like mine. Noreen wore tattered jeans, shoes that look as though someone had pulled them out of a dumpster, and a tank top three sizes too small. I couldn’t move or come up with anything to say, when I saw her. This reunion was not supposed to go this way.

Waving frantically at me first, she hustled over to my table. This is not at all what I expected, I thought. A faint smell of sour milk came wafting off of her as she smiled at me with yellow stained teeth. She flopped into a chair adjacent to me and simply stared for a moment, before speaking. Nothing was coming out of my mouth, either.

"So you are my boy?" She partly slurred, while giving me a toothy smile. It reminded me of a snake on the hunt for a fat mouse.

I just nodded, because my brain couldn’t connect with my tongue. I was expecting a more warm welcome, like my grandparents would have offered.

"Mom and Dad did a good job raising you, I see. They may as well, since they wouldn’t let me take the N contraceptive drug, to keep me from getting pregnant in the first place," she said bitterly. \"So, where do you live? I would like to see them again."

All I could think of was, "Ok," I replied. I wrote the address and passed the paper over to her.

She smiled again. "I will drop by tonight." With that, she jumped up from her seat, turned on her heel and left out the door.
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Chapter 1
Year 2025: The Captured And Recorded Memories Of Rachel Monroe/Matthews
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Secrets Uncovered

As we rolled along, my head rested against the window. Feelings of apprehension rolled over me as I became fixated on the white puffy clouds floating on the blue skyline. My eyes drifted out at the fields, structures, and trees representing my life go by. Why did I feel this way? We’re just returning to our current residence here in North Carolina. We’ve lived in this town for the past two years, after several of our ads were answered. Our business has flourished in this town, and until today I was quite content. The uneasy feeling persisted, as though a foretelling, that my own life would have to change again. My mind drifted to all the decisions I made that brought us here in the past few years. At what point could I have changed things? I think back to where would I say the first changes in the wind of my life occurred. 

It was summer, 2025. My husband and I finally have made our one-time hobby into a thriving business. The two of us are closer than I have ever let us be. Shane has become more loving and thoughtful than before, and I have tried to contain my suspicions. He has always wanted more of my affection. Even with giving as much as I am capable of, he wants more. I have a surprise for him tonight. I am wearing a sexy black lingerie number that accents my curves and gives the hint that I have breasts. Not only that, I made stuffed shells and my special red sauce Shane loves so much. I set the table with a basket of garlic bread, butter, and his favorite wine. I asked my AI (Brenda) to play my special music selection. That baritone voice of Luther Van Ross came belting out of the speakers inserted in the ceilings. I was ready for our special evening. 

“Brenda, where is Shane now?” A moment later, the door opened, and I said, “Never mind, Brenda.”

Shane stepped into the room and began looking around. His gaze flicked between the table, the speakers, and me. A look of worry took over his face for a moment, then it was gone. He dropped everything he was carrying and practically ran to me. Shane was 6’ 3 with a slightly muscular build. He was of mixed race, a combination of Puerto Rican, African American, and Korean. The odd combination of races gave him dark brown skin with high cheekbones and very curly black hair. He is a beautiful man. 

His powerful arms took a hold of my 5’9 medium build frame and began swaying to the music with me. He is the pretty one with his unique features. I am a dark-skinned African American woman with enormous eyes, full lips, small breasts, and slender hips. I am attractive, but not what people call beautiful. His kisses began at my shoulder, then up my neck, across my cheek, then to my lips. He tasted of coffee but smelled of my Shane. I could feel the enlargement of his pants that it won’t take any work to get him in bed as his erection pressed against my belly.

I pulled away from his embrace and said, “Let’s eat,” with a flourish, I waved my hand over the meal I prepared. 

He looked disappointed that the food was first. In a husky voice, he said, “I don’t know what this is about, but I like it. I want to have you first.” He pulled me in, with my backside to his front. I giggled as he kissed my neck while rubbing his manhood against my rear end. He yanked me around to the chaise lounge and pushed me on all fours while I heard his zipper coming down. Giving no protest, I giggled.

He pulled down my thongs, kissed my back, and said, “I love that fresh scent you have on.” With no more delay, he pushed into me. He grunted, saying, “I love when you surprise me like this. Do it more!”

In a similar husky voice, I said, “I have a method for my madness. I want something from you.” 

“What, anything?” he panted, still moving inside me. 

To face him, I spun around. “I want a baby now. I’ve already ordered and taken the N reversal contraception.” 

“Yes, yes, he grunted out, then hitting his orgasm, he yelled out his pleasure.” 

Once he was done, he pulled out of me to sit beside me. We were still breathless, lying back on our second hand sofa. I looked straight ahead and spoke in as much conversational tone as possible. 

We were both feeling wonderful, as we were still trying to catch our breath as I spoke. “A strange thing happened today. This morning, I video conferenced the doctor at our Fertilization Clinic. A couple of weeks ago, I asked him to check on the viability of my eggs I stored five years ago, just in case we couldn’t get pregnant naturally. Well, today, he got back to me with the strangest answer.” 

All the color drained from Shane’s face, which was hard to do, all things considered. He sat totally still, with his muscles rigid for a couple of minutes. Eventually, Shane barely turned to look at me with a guilty look on his face.

Placing his icy hands in mine and squeezing, I asked, “Why did you sign my eggs back over to The Fertilization Clinic? Why didn’t we discuss this? This is so unlike you, so the explanation will be good, I’m sure.” I sat there and eyed him intently.

His Adam’s Apple bobbed as he swallowed and mumbled, “They blackmailed me last year, and I was afraid of losing you.” He stood up and paced back and forth, taking several deep breaths and releasing them before speaking. I was sitting on a park bench near the college, reading my tablet, minding my business, when a young woman sat beside me. She looked strange. I mean, I know there is a trend with these young adults to inject themselves with animal DNA and then surgically add parts. Well, she had whiskers attached to her nose and her eyes were yellow. I couldn’t help but stare when she sat down practically right in my lap and was staring at me like I was catnip. I don’t know what she said or did, but I woke up in a bed in a hotel room naked. She was lying face up beside me and there was a strange smoke in the room. My first instinct was to run, so I got up and began looking for my clothes. They lay close to the device, making the smoke, so I picked them up. As I held them, I turned back to look at her, and an urgent need overtook me. My desires overwhelmed me, and I really wanted to have sex with her. It was like it rewired my brain and I wanted her more than anyone ever. Shane stood and was visibly shaking all over. 

I wondered if I should stop him from talking before he had a nervous breakdown. However, he seemed to want to continue the story, so I remained in place. “Believe me, I tried to tell myself it was wrong, but I couldn’t stop myself. There was no resisting my desire, and I went back to her. Taking her was all I wanted, although she wasn’t always willing. Her screaming for me to stop didn’t deter me. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t make myself stop. I was obsessed. Finally, I couldn’t get it up anymore. Looking down at myself, the shame hit me, and I got dressed and out of there.” His voice broke as he cried with his next words, “Wanted to tell you, but my self-disgust and my pride wouldn’t let me.” Tears rolled down his cheeks, and he sobbed out, “I knew I would go nowhere near that park again and hoped it would all go away.”

In an effort to comfort him, I began stroking his cheeks. It occurred to me there was more to this. I could smell a con a mile away, But I let him go on with his story. He needed it.

Trying to man up, he sobbed out, “A week later, a courier walked up to me when I was leaving the house with an envelope containing a recording. The voice on the device said I must come to Building 248, The Office of Animax downtown, at 2 pm concerning my adventures with a certain young lady. They, surprisingly, didn’t ask for money when I got there. I identified myself to the secretary. She said to fill out and sign the paperwork. I did so and signed away the reproductive material. They gave me the video, and I got out of there and didn’t look back.” He cried again, and more fat tears fell on his cheeks. His voice was barely audible when Shane said, “I don’t know why I behaved like that. I’m so sorry.”

I know this man that I have been married to for the past ten years. He is not a cheater, but he is a man, and his instincts can overwhelm him. I stood up. He looked terrified. I punched him in the arm, then hugged him. “You idiot,” I said. “Professionals conned and drugged you. Give me the video.”

Through his tears, he pled, “Do you forgive my weakness?”

“Of course, but I will sort this out. I want my property back and have my revenge.” I continued to hold him and kissed him.

Shane rubbed his hand through his hair as he stared at me with his red-rimmed eyes. He murmured, “I don’t deserve you. I want a baby and a family.”

I held him a little longer before releasing him, looking into those eyes I know so well. “Let’s go take a shower.” We undressed and showered in silence. After that, I grabbed his hand and led him to the bedroom.

He handed me the storage drive with an absolute look of remorse in his eyes. We sat down to eat dinner later and didn’t discuss it any longer. We talked about the business we built together before going to bed. 

Shane and I held each other in bed until I heard him drift off to sleep. I lay there a little longer and contemplated our life together. The business was his idea to help some elderly and bring them up to current technology. When they introduced the Drug Xenderaph (X) into the country, it was a game changer. The drug's benefit included restoring declining cognitive functions for 3 to 5 more years. The seniors benefiting were now eager for people like me to educate them on the current technology they missed out on learning. We used various tools that Shane and me developed to help them use the old computers first, like the old touch screen model computers or cell phones, then more modern technology. Teaching seniors how to become paperless, order food, clothing and pay bills online without using the age-assisted caller sites became a profitable business. We spent a great deal of time with our individual clients, sometimes up to a year. Finally, I fell into a restless sleep.

The next morning at breakfast, Shane was more forthcoming. Shane forked his eggs and took a sip of coffee. Setting down the cup, he spoke without seeing me. Speaking from his memories, he said, “I always went to the coffee shop near the college after I left Mrs. Taylor’s house because they make the best dark roast. I sat to enjoy my cup in between clients. The Cat girl that tricked me said she was a college student. When she approached me, I thought she wanted something like money or a ride. I was prepared to turn her down, but her enhancements made me hesitate long enough for her to do whatever she did to me. I felt so stupid for letting this happen.” His shame in himself was far more than anything I could say to him. He was obviously barely containing his emotions. Resting my hand on his, I looked into his brown eyes. His focus turned to me and he stopped trying to explain himself. There was no further discussion on the matter that day, and we both went off to our clients.

That evening, we ate dinner and listened to soft music. My mind was still in a jumble. My barely controlled hurt and anger were tucked away behind a smile. It was necessary because I have invested ten years of my life and significant business ties in this man. I wasn’t ready to leave or punish him for something that sounded like a con job. After the dinner, I was still feeling hurt but determined and cleaned up the kitchen and let it go.

We both rested on the sofa, the one we picked out together, drinking wine. “I was really serious about the baby,” I said while sipping my wine and looking straight ahead. Shane grabbed my hand and looked into my eyes. “Me too. We are ready. I want this,” he said, with tears brimming in his eyes. He leaned in for a kiss, beginning at my chin, then to my cheeks, my nose, and finally, my lips.

Pulling away breathlessly, I asked the AI to monitor my body temperature. When my body temperature is hot enough, it will alert me. “This is when I am actually ovulating”. Shane frowned while I continued, “The hard part will be us trying to be sure we are close enough and can find a place for a quickie.” I watched his lips curl at the thought of spontaneous sex.

He asked, “Well, can you put that outfit on again, and we can do some more practicing now, even if you aren’t hot because I am?”

I laughed. “Of course,” he would find a bonus in the increased sex for himself. Knowing this man with all his faults, I have faith in him. After that, the day continued as normal, and we went off to our different clients and our normal routine. We have built a business on educating elderly clients on the technology they need to function more effectively today. Most have recently lived independently after being liberated from long-term care facilities. They now use this vape device to deliver the drug Xenderen. With their newfound mental and physical wellness, they want to rejoin the world. Shane and I have various proprietary tools at our disposal to teach them to first use basic computers, then on to use AI devices, then various other pieces of hardware.

I arrive at my first client of the day, Mr. Mann. His cluttered home contained several stacked piles of old newspapers and books, leaving only a narrow walkway. I knocked on the door as I usually do, and he failed to answer as usual. The elderly man is typically buried deep in the house and never hears me. I entered the door code to unlock the door, then shimmied past the stacks. I followed the hall down past the kitchen, then the living room, and found the basement door. I walked down the narrow wooden steps that creek loudly with each step, and I was thankful the single bulb hanging with accompanying dangling string was dully lit. There I find Mr. Mann sitting in his Easy Chair with his arms on the worn rests of the tattered old chair. His eyes swung from the old-fashioned flat-screen TV that was mounted on the wall about ten feet away from him to me. He grinned widely, raising the deep lines in his grisly face. Even the age spots on his bald head moved with his grin. A dark-brown-skinned man of about 80 is becoming a rare sight now. The black population is on a swift decline.

Other than when I look in the mirror, I rarely see another black face today. I returned his smile as well. “Good Morning, Mr. Mann. How are you today?” I greeted.

The elderly man folded his legs down from the extended position of the chair and started the long process of standing. He croaked out, “I’m well, dear, just these old bones.”

I patiently waited since I’d learned he didn’t want help until he reached a standing position. When in position, I asked, “So, where is the laptop I gave you last week? I know I put it around here somewhere.”

He murmured something unintelligible while spinning slowly in a circle, riffling through the clutter of boxes in his basement. I reached into my bag and pulled out my blue spray bottle. I shook the liquid around, sprayed the air, and watched as the floating dust devils glowed bright orange and danced around. My eyes scanned for things that were lit up, the orange that was recently touched. This was my formula that I only shared with Shane. We used it often. Our business of dealing with the elderly requires minor fixes like this. I spotted the box next to the door on top of a precariously tall stack of newspapers. I grabbed the stool, and, presto, I solved the problem.

“Mr. Mann, you know those papers are a fire hazard. I will ask you again, can you have them air sealed and placed in a secure location?” Shaking his head vigorously, he sat back down.

Since that was my answer, we went on with his lesson for the day. Wrapping up the lesson an hour later, I was back on the road. With about two hours before my next client, so I stopped at a convenience store to get some hot chocolate. Finding a spot to sit, I opened the drive I got from Shane. I just wanted to see this woman. Not only that, I understand how Shane got conned. Was she worth it? I mean, I didn’t choose him for a husband because of the chance of competition. I do the thinking for the both of us, and I don’t like someone trying to weasel in and take what’s mine. Taking a slow sip of my black hot chocolate and said, “Brenda, play vid.” I watched as Shane lay on top of the covers of what looked like a queen-sized bed. His eyes were open but looked strange, and he was just sitting up, but I could tell he was not quite aware of his surroundings. He finally looked around, his eyes widened and his mouth opened. Now he looked aware. He looked like he screamed when a woman spoke. She was naked beside him, puffing on a vape. I guess she had been for some time but was out of camera range because there was a haze in the room. The young woman had cat ears on her head, whiskers, and a black nose. Not a costume. It was so freaky looking.

I heard of the twenty-something-year-old trend. Surgically enhancing themselves to look like animals was the in thing. It was too weird to see it. Some, like these young women, even had animal DNA inserted into specific body parts to achieve some features. She turned over on her belly, l then I saw the tail rise as she purred out in a slow sensuous way, “How are you feeling, love?” I almost punched the window out of the car with anger. That is my husband. I finally got him almost how I wanted him, and she talked to him intimately. She reached out to stroke him and was touching my parts of him. This was too much. He initially resisted her touch by pulling away, and a look of horror crossed his face. A moment later, something changed, and his eyes glazed over again. He grabbed her animalistically and began pumping himself into her. She was screaming for him to stop, and his face was now blurred on the camera. I had enough. I don’t know what I will do, but I can’t watch that anymore, yet I can’t stop. Knowing the details is how to beat a con. I got out of the car and started a fast walk. I got a couple of miles away from my car. My temper subsided, and I took a slow jog back to burn off the rest of my temper. This was one of the coping tools I learned when I was in foster care.

When I got back, I drank some water and used some wet wipes on my skin. I took some cleansing breaths, started the car, and drove to my next client, Mrs. Jane Miller. I stood at the door and waited an eternity after knocking for her to answer.

The “4’11” round, wrinkled white woman came to my rescue. “Oh, Rachel Lynn, how are you, dear? Won’t you come in?” She said in her pleasantly aged raspy voice of a one-time smoker. 

Politely I answered, “I’m good, Mrs. Miller, remember I’m called Jack.” She laughed, I mean, laughed like I said it as a gaffe. I did not mean it to be a joke, but I laughed along. “Honey, I know those foster kids called you that, but I was a schoolteacher. We don’t call children by those street names. Now I’ve got the new AI and the other screen thing that came in. I want you to teach me how to order my groceries each week, then I will help my friends.”

What can I add to that? So, I just went along, as I always do. “Yes, Mam, we can do that,” I answered. I did my best with Mrs. Miller, even while I was distracted and tried to concentrate. My mind kept drifting to that “Cat bitch” with my Shane. By the time I was done with Mrs. Miller, my temper was up again, and I needed to run. My unease also compelled me to see more of the video and answer some of my questions. Finally, done working with my client today. It was time to head out. I heard Mrs. Miller say something about the next time adding my name, Rachel Lynn, but not really registering.

That was my cue, and I was out of there. My late-model Toyota was it for me. Getting into my safe haven, I let out a breath, started my car, and got a couple of miles away from her. I started watching the video again the moment I got out of the eyesight of the Miller home. I rewound the video to the beginning again and watched it carefully. He lay there with his eyes open, but no one was home. However, his penis was erect. This was curious, a drug that produced this result first? Then another that made him want to rape? He has many faults, but forcing himself on women is not in his nature. I turned the volume up to listen carefully. The Cat bitch climbed on my man and inserted him inside her. Then, just as she started rocking, I saw it again. The freaking tail. It was slowly rising with her orgasm and then went dead straight as she screamed out. Shane also screamed, making no other sounds. He never made that sound with me. It was more a growl and roar than a scream like men normally make. He lay back on the bed as she rolled off of him, uttering nonsense. Then he suddenly seemed to snap out of his catatonic state, looked at her, and turned to get out. That is when I could hear for a moment a hissing sound. He seemed to freeze in place. I suspect some kind of inhaled drug. He then attacked her. I am aware they sell these rape videos online. I suspect the con goes two ways. The first con is for the girl to get a mark to sign away the eggs for sale. She gets the rape videos for her to sell. Now I am pissed off again, just as the video ended. We are going to have to make love and have a baby and put that woman’s scheming behind us. Jumping out of the car, I ran in place for a few minutes, psyching myself up. Yes, I can do this. I have a plan. Ok, now I’m done for the day and going home, but first, I need a little extra something for tonight.

When I heard the door open, I finished up my outfit by slipping on my shoes and bunny ears.

Shane's voice came from the living room, “Jack, you will not believe what Mr. Watkins asked me about when I showed him his....” The coat that he was taking off fell to the floor, and his mouth remained open when he saw me.

I hopped up to him, wearing the most revealing bunnies costume I could get on short notice. If he likes animals, that is what he will get, as long as it is from me only. I wrapped my right hand around his neck and pulled him in for a deep kiss. I undid his pants with my left hand and stroked him with my right. He offered no resistance as his hands roamed my hips, then my ass. I pulled back and asked, “So you like?” He pulled my head back to him, so he could reach my lips while groaning something unintelligible. I stepped back and turned around, so he could see my bunny’s tail. Then I shook it, taunting him.

He grabbed it and pulled it to him. “You know, I find what you wear or don't wear sexy and irresistible. I will never stop wanting you. Tell me what this is about?” I grabbed his hand and pulled him to the bedroom, adding a lot of sway to my hips.

“Next week I’m fertile. We will have to have so much sex it may not be as much fun. We will have to find each other as soon as my body temperature is just right. I just want a little fun first.”

He stopped, looking worried. “Jack, I love you, and I’ve always done what you wanted since we were kids. Why would you think you have to tell me the plan now? You chose me to be your husband/lieutenant, and I love you. I must admit, I love this costume, and I wouldn’t mind if you wore it again.” He was talking while kissing my neck and pulling me on top of him. “You know I love your body how it is naturally. I don’t need incentives and attraction to another woman. Since the day you told me I was your man always. You said you forgive me. I don’t even remember most of what was on the video.” 

After our conversation, we made love and despite my best efforts, he never made that sound for me, much to my disappointment. I wasn’t angry at Shane, not really, but I felt I had something to prove. She was no better than me at controlling my man. 
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Chapter 2
Year 2026: Sweet Revenge
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My temperature is right, according to what my AI says, and the calendar indicates I’m ovulating. I’m so excited. I rushed out the door with my supplies and quickly made up the SUV. Using the back with bedding, I added a blanket and pillows. Humming to myself, I laid out my clean-up clothes. Struggling out of my jeans by laying on my back in the vehicle. While twisting my butt to get out of my clothes, I found myself staring at the inside roof of the vehicle. 

My mind sight went to envision myself holding a baby, counting his/her little fingers and toes. Smiling as I thought, I’m sure I will get pregnant right away, if not this week, surely the next. The child would have Shane’s smile and caring nature but my strength and determination. 

Getting back behind the wheel, I drove to where Shane agreed to meet me. I pulled up to our agreed location, and there he was, waiting, just like when we were in Foster care, always waiting when I told him to be somewhere. His firm jaw, kind eyes, and calm smile secured my esteem. He has never known how much I needed him, and I keep it that way. Even as a teen, he had well-developed muscles and was taller and stronger-willed than most other young men.

It didn’t take me long to make him part of my gang of kids. Waving at him to come to me, he obeyed, as always. 

Before we got to the back of the car, I pressed my lips to his and kissed him while I began unbuckling his pants. My hands scrambled to open the back door so that we could crawl back there. Fumbling like we were kids hiding from the police again, butterflies leaped in my belly as we both heaved ourselves inside. I called for the windows to darken and with the bedding, it was easy and the familiar smells of our home made it perfect. Shane groaned and panted as he pushed himself into me, first slowly, then faster, until we climaxed at the same time. Then I felt him do something unusual for him. Shane slowly pulled out of me, then put his fingers over my vagina to hold in his sperm. His eyes raised up to mine, saying, “I want a child with you as well.” Funny, I thought. I never thought to ask him if he wanted this now. Then he kissed me gently. This time, now, some frantic passion changed to tenderness.

After six weeks of no success, frustration and anxiety were setting in with both of us. Shane was trying not to show it, but the spontaneity and fun had worn off. Now our meeting became more of a job, and I was losing hope. 

I knew I needed help, so I made a video appointment with an Obstetrics doctor. I asked my doctor for fertility drugs and any other pointers to
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