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I’m late, in more ways than one.

Cruz hasn’t been answering my voice mails and text messages for the past week.  Granted, the messages have become increasingly more desperate, but we were together for two years, and friends since middle school.  You would think that would qualify for him to pick up the dang phone.

I think that it’s Cruz’s fault that I’ve started swearing, at least kind of.  This doesn’t bode well for me trying not to curse in front of a baby, when its father is driving me to it.

I’m sure Cruz meant for me to be classy enough not to show up to his father’s birthday party since our breakup, but his silence has ensured my attendance.  I will talk to him, whether he likes it or not.

My black maxi dress disguises the slight pooch I’m somehow already sporting, while the chunky jewelry is there simply because I like it.  My makeup is light, even though I’ve finally mastered the smoky eye look by watching YouTube videos.  I added some more blush, because I’m ghostly pale.  Lately, I’m too busy alternately throwing up and stuffing my face, and I just don’t care.  I’d planned on a messy bun for my hairstyle tonight, because it’s humid, and warm, but if I’m not already dealing with enough, my head has been killing me.  I don’t know if I can even take any ibuprofen right now, so, for the hair—down it is.  I examined my split ends as I smoothed my red hair down for any fly-aways one last time before I walked out the door.  I’ll have to remember to call for a trim.

I did remember a gift for the birthday boy.  Although Jason, Cruz’s father, loves to fish, as a busy CFO he doesn’t have much free time.  I’m carrying an envelope containing a Bass Pro gift card.  I thought he can pick out what he wants, since I have no idea what the man actually needs.  Probably marriage counseling with Angela, Cruz’s mother, but I’d be the last person to suggest it.  They’re not the type to admit they have problems, as they seem to enjoy their passive-aggressive relationship.

More power to them.

I have the air blowing a steady stream of cold on the short drive over, but I’m still sweating from nerves and hormones.  I made sure I had applied extra anti-perspirant and fragrance; but, still, I have to wipe my upper lip and forehead.  It’s almost like I’ve just run a mile.  Lovely.

My house is just about ten minutes away from Chez Madison, so I’m there before I really start cooling off.  Once I pull into an open spot on the street in front of their next door neighbors, I just sit there for a couple of minutes, letting the refrigerated air blast on me.  I even raise my arms a little and fluff the front of my dress as best I can.

All too soon, I realize that the time has come that I have to go inside and brazen out the situation.  I’m the quiet one of all of our friends, the absolute Mary Sue.  This is totally out of my comfort zone.  But, my best friends since elementary school, Patti and April, have been giving me pep talks, while bashing Cruz.  I’ve been told I can do this, girl power and all that, and what a great mom I’m going to be, man or no man.  My friends mean well, but they’re not currently pregnant and they also have their husbands to snuggle with on a regular basis.

They politely ignore the fact that I’m absolutely scared to death.  About the baby that’s coming in the next seven months or so.  About confronting Cruz.  About telling our families.  About having to do this on my own, whether or not Cruz is interested in being a father.  I never, in my wildest imaginings, thought I’d be a single mother.  And yet, here I am.  Twenty-seven years old and feeling like some knocked up teenage girl.

Small wonder, though, given my history.  Christian school from K-12, Christian university, regular church goer, and a former Sunday School teacher.  I am my parents’ good girl, the one that they have my brothers look up to.  Cruz defiled me, first with his sexy good looks, and then with his make-out capabilities and dirty language.  I’m surprised it took him a year to actually convince me to give up my cherished virginity.  For him, I’d probably have walked down the street naked, if he had asked.

I grab the plastic bag filled with bits of trash that I’ve designated as my throw up bag.  A couple of heaves, but the only thing coming up is spit.  Probably because I refused to snack throughout the afternoon like I wanted.  I guess that if I have the urge to throw up in the house, I’ll just have to make it to the nearest unoccupied bathroom.  Thankfully, I know where they’re all located.

I turn the ignition off, put my keys in the inside pocket of my purse, and step out of my mid-size sedan that I’m still making payments on, but thankfully a car seat will fit with no problem in the back.  The cicadas are out in force tonight, drowning out the crickets’ and frogs’ normal cacophony with little effort.  The night air is still thick and damp from the ongoing humidity here in middle Tennessee.  The warmth, though, doesn’t make me sweatier.  It’s just like an enveloping caress.  I’ll take what comforts I can get.

I walk up the front yard, while hopefully sidestepping any of Jason and Angela’s shih tzu, Precious’s daily deposits.  Usually she goes for the backyard, but she sometimes hits the front, too.  When I make it to the lit sidewalk, I stop and check the soles of my black flip flops.  I considered wearing my sky-high wedge sandals, but I decided not to add to my klutziness tonight.  Plus, will I hurt the baby if I fall?  I have a doctor’s appointment in another couple of weeks, so I can ask Dr. Murray this and many other questions.  Lucky her.

I literally straighten my shoulders and take a deep breath before I ring the doorbell.  All it does is make me want to take many, many more deep breaths until I pass out on this front porch.  But, I can’t do that.  I’m on a mission.

Jason opens the door.  He looks surprised to see me, but I just smile, gritting my teeth so hard that I’m pretty sure that one of my molars just cracked.

“Happy Birthday!” I exclaim.

“Thank you, Honor.  Oh, won’t you come in?”  His smile is gracious and Cruz-like as he opens the door wide.  He’s too polite to ask me what I’m doing here, and I’m not really sure how I’d answer.  “It’s been awhile.  How are you doing?”

“I’m okay,” I tell him as I pass over the threshold.  I suddenly remember the card clutched in my hand.  “Oh, this is for you.  I hope you like it.”

Jason smiles again.  He’s
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