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Prologue

I could hear my name being called, or me being yelled at during most of my early childhood life. Pretty pathetic when I could hear them in my dreams so often, too. I wasn’t really a bad child. Nor, did I do any physical harm to anyone either. But, I was hurting deep in my soul once my daddy had walked out on my mom and me when I was six years old, leaving me without knowing why he had done that, and what I had done wrong. At that time I didn’t understand how he could do that to us, but later in life I learned he had been extremely hurt by my mother. I could not understand why he had to leave me behind though since I hadn’t done anything bad all those years when he was with us.

I had decided then that I would act out to get attention, laughs from my classmates and other people, hoping my mother would send me to my dad’s to live. That was the plan in my head anyhow. It would have been a better place for me to grow up, but it never happened. Acting out was the only way I could deal with everything, and everyone in my life. But, that came to a halt one day when my mother and step-father had decided I needed to go away, and it wasn’t to my dad’s place.

I made the best of what I could growing up in that state home for “wayward children” by working hard in school to get the grades I needed to go to college to make a better life for myself after graduation. My mother never came to see me for a visit, or even inquired anything about me. That had hurt me more than what she would ever know, and probably ever cared. Maybe I reminded her of my dad, I don’t know. All I knew was that I was on my own from then on. If I was dead to her, then she was dead to me.

My counselor had helped me fill out application after application to get a full ride to a college in other states. I received one that was in Ohio that I was more than happy to attend. Any place was better than staying with my bad memories I had while living in Virginia.

When I was about to finish college I met my first best friend in my life, Vivian. I needed money, and her and her husband needed someone to be a surrogate for their baby. Life made a complete change for me then, and it couldn’t have come at a better time.

 




Shenanigans

I had just heard the sad news about my best friend, Vivian. I was told she had passed away in her sleep last night. I couldn’t believe it. How, why, or what had happened, no one was telling me. All I knew was that my best friend was forever gone. That news left me devastated. I had never had such a good friend my entire life, until I met Vivian. Vivian was the kindest person I had ever met. She helped me through so many obstacles in my young life, as well as confiding to me the things she was dealing with herself. She felt sure no one would believe her, nor understand the secrets she had shared with me. It seems as if I had done nothing, but cause problems for everyone around me, and maybe this was my punishment for those deeds in my past, I don’t know.

Where It All Began

All I do know is that I have been dealt a bad hand from the time my father walked out on my mom and myself when I was merely six years old. I didn’t understand any of it at that age, and no one bothered to explain it to me. I remember my dad coming home from work and fighting with my mother before he packed all his clothes in garbage bags as he walked away from us. No good-bye to me, no tossing of my curly blonde hair, no nothing. He just left, but I did notice that it looked as if he had been crying, and he looked so sad when he walked past me. Something I will never forget about for the rest of my life.

Two days later my mother’s new boyfriend, Buddy, moved in with us. It seemed as if I was in their way all the time no matter where I was, or what I was doing. I couldn’t be quiet enough for them, couldn’t eat quietly, couldn’t breathe right, and received so many swats from the fly swatter, wooden spoon, or Buddy’s brown leather belt. That was when I decided if I had to go through that kind of punishment, I might as well be bad enough to earn the swats that I was receiving on a daily basis.

I acted out in school more and more to get the attention of the teacher, so she would refer me to the office. Nothing matter to me anymore. I would laugh out loud over nothing, make barnyard animal noises when the teacher was trying to explain a new concept to us which resulted with the kids bursting out with laughter, to cheating on my Spelling tests by writing the answers on my pink eraser. It didn’t matter what I did, I knew I was sure to be sent to the principal’s office sooner or later. The poor teachers tried to redirect my poor choices, but it was just a waste their time.

At first, the principal tried talking with me as I sat there in front of her desk swallowed up in the big leather chair. Afterwards, she would ask me if I understood what she was saying. I’d smile, and shake my head to affirm that I had. I would then receive a small piece of candy before being sent back to the classroom. After a few months of her little chats with me, she actually thought maybe a few swats to my bottom would help more. I knew differently though. I just wanted another piece of candy, and get back to the classroom where I could find something new to do to get the teacher angry again. 

I knew when that happened I had their undivided attention, and also knew it wouldn’t be much longer until they would be calling my mother to come get me, and take me home. That was a gimmie to get out of classwork so I could play on my swing set in the backyard. What I didn’t think was that when my mother got me home that I would receive swats from that leather belt by either her or Buddy. I hadn’t thought that plan out very good, but I took those swats like a trooper without shedding a single tear. That made everyone even more mad at me, but I was determined they would never get a tear out of me when they dealt out the punishment. My last tears were shed the day my father had walked out.

It didn’t take long before I was labeled as a troublemaker by everyone, and none of the teachers wanted me in their classrooms. My desk was always away from the other students, and I was in my own little world then. I continued with my antics daily in school and at home. I was going to show them that I knew what I was doing, and there wasn’t a thing they could do to change me, or my attitude on anything.

It wasn’t the easiest way to grow up not having anyone to play with at school, sitting alone at lunchtime every day, on the playground by myself, and being sent home so often with my mother. I missed out on fun activities during those times, but decided I didn’t need anyone to be my friend, or have fun. It wasn’t until I was in the sixth grade that everything really hit me.

I hadn’t received a single valentine from anyone in my classroom. Not a single one!! I looked around watching everyone being happy with the valentines they had in their white decorated bags taped to their desks. I checked my little decorated bag one last time before I got into two girls valentine bags tearing all their valentines into little pieces when they were outside at recess.

Well, my teacher some how knew who had done that deed, and sent me to the office immediately when everyone came back inside, and those girls had started crying. I smiled at all of them as I walked out the classroom, and I marched to the principals office where I had to stay while everyone else was having fun with their classroom party in the afternoon. Not only did I not receive a single valentine, I missed out on all the wonderful treats the class had received. No one had saved any of the treats for me. Glad I tore the valentines up, and just laughed when the others talked about everything they received. But I was hurting, and for the first time in my life, I actually felt bad for destroying those valentines.

When I got home my mother and Buddy were furious with me, and it was shortly after that day that I was sent to a detention home for two weeks. Big mistake on their part is all I can say about that. I learned more rotten things to do for attention from the other kids there that I hadn’t thought of doing myself, and they were really bad things. I couldn’t wait to get home, and back to school to try them out for myself.

That summer was really tough for me, and before school started back up in September, my mother informed me she was pregnant, yet again. To top it off, they thought I was a dangerous kid to have around a newborn baby. I had never done anything dangerous to anyone, nor would I. I just did silly things that didn’t hurt anyone physically. 

Well, my mother and Buddy thought differently, and one day when I was playing on my swing set, two ladies came to my house. After they spoke with my mother and Buddy, I was called into the house, and had been told to get my clothes from my dresser and closet to put it all in a trash bag. I wasn’t sure why, but did as I was told. Little did I know, but my mother had relinquished her parental rights of me to the state for them to take care of me from now on.

I just did as I was told not understanding why, and the what-for until I was in this large room in an old building those ladies had taken me to, and being told to put my clothes into this small locker by a bed, which wasn’t even made. I was then told I needed to make the bed before going down the stairs to see someone else, which I did.

I sat there on a large wooden chair listening to this man telling me the rules of the place, and if I thought about running away from there, I’d better think twice about it. Also that the shenanigans I pulled at my old school, at home, or in the detention center would no longer be tolerated in any shape or form by him. I could tell he meant business with the tone of his loud voice he was using, and how his large hands slammed down on his desk several times. That was when it hit me what was going on. My mother didn’t want me, so she got rid of me. I walked out of that office stunned at everything that was happening, and what that man had said about me. It was the first time I wanted to cry since my dad had left, but I refused to let that happen.

Fine, I will do everything on my own from now on, and I didn’t need my mom or anyone in my life ever again. I could be as stubborn as I wanted, and I decided then and there to see what I could get away with, and how far I could push them.

The very next day I swapped out all the sugar in the sugar bowls by replacing them with salt on every table, and licked every spoon on the tables. I waited until lunch to see who would be my first victim. Much to my surprise, it was that fat man from yesterday who told me all the rules when I first arrived. Perfect person actually. I watched as he poured a large amount of the white substance from the sugar bowl into his mug of coffee. After a large gulp he spit it out, spraying it all over everyone around him while searching the room with his bulging eyes to see who had been watching him. I looked down immediately trying my best not to laugh, or have any eye contact with him.

It was only a few minutes later when he tapped me on my shoulder telling me to follow him. I smiled, and followed him to the office where he slammed the door shut. I cringed, and held my breath as he started to lecture me. It seemed like he knew that it was me who had been responsible for the sugar switched with salt. I tried to lie stating I didn’t know what he was talking about. He brought up rule number three about telling a lie, and after several attempts to get me to confess, I wouldn’t so he dropped that topic. He sat there twiddling his fat thumbs for a few seconds when he told me to wait outside as he called in an older lady to discuss me.

When she came out of that room she was visibly mad, and I hadn’t done a single thing to her. She told me to follow her, which I did. I was placed in a small dark room with only a bed, and pail to do my business in. I entered the room, and she quickly closed the door behind her locking me inside. Wow! I knew this was my punishment, but didn’t know for how long.

After my eyes had adjusted to the dim light, I saw a pillow and blanket on the bed that I quickly went over to. I wrapped the old scratchy blanket around me as I laid down on that damp smelly bed. My meals were brought to me by a kitchen staff member, and it was usually cold by the time I received it. It started to sink in with me that if I was to ever get out of here, I had better change my attitude, and study hard so I could leave this forsaken place. I didn’t like it here, and I was going to get out of here one way or another. It was a long week in that dark smelly room, and I did think hard and long about my actions during that time.

Well, I did straighten out my behavior, and did my best to obey all the rules after that by thinking it would get me out of there, but it didn’t happen. I ended up staying until I was out of high school. There was a wonderful lady that I had to talk to about my feelings that had befriended me some-what during my high school years. She had me apply to all these colleges for scholarships during my senior year thinking someone just might offer me a scholarship to attend their college. I had three letters from my professors as my required references, as well as one from her. I did as she asked of me thinking just maybe I would hear from someone.

And I did!! I received a full ride scholarship to a college in northern Ohio to obtain a business degree. I ran all the way to my counselors office to show her, and thank her so much for all her help. As soon as graduation from high school was over, I was on a bus to Ohio. I had the chance at a new beginning where no one would know me, and far enough away from my past in Virginia.

Since I arrived there during the summer months, I decided to take a few online classes that the college had offered, and I obtained a part time job for extra spending money for myself. There were plenty of places hiring for the summer with everyone gone from the dorm, and I printed out several resumes while I set up interviews from those that had responded.

I didn’t have any trouble landing a job, and it looked promising for longer than the summer. I was hired as a receptionist at a dental office, and it was an easy job. I loved working there. I couldn’t ask for anything better at this time. The pay was decent, and I planned to sock most of it away for when I finished college.

Between that I was living in the college dorm and working, I was kept pretty busy leaving me little time for socializing with other people, which didn’t bother me that much. I was use to being alone most of my life, and learned to keep my nose clean some time ago. I wanted to get though college the best as I could, so I could have the life I always wanted.

I had a year to go until I was done with college, and after looking at my savings account, I realized I was short on my goal of what I thought I would need. After saving every pay check I earned, right down to the penny, I needed something else to help me reach that goal. I obtained a job on the weekends as a waitress at the nearby cafe to supplement the shortage. I was exhausted beyond words from all the hours I had worked. Luckily for me my grades didn’t suffer from it, but I was really tired.

One day while working at the dentist office I saw an advertisement in the newspaper that caught my eye. It was for a couple that wanted to have children, but couldn’t. They were seeking a woman to be a surrogate mother for them. They would negotiate the price, offer a small house to live in during the pregnancy, and pay all the medical expenses to the right person. A lengthy examination, and a contract would be involved. Nothing was said about the couple, and I figured it was just a scam. However, it did intrigue me some, and the more I thought about it, the more I was interested in doing it, if I ever got into a situation where I needed more money. I kept the paper, for what reason I wasn’t sure.

When I went back to my dorm room that night, I had received some mail from the college finance department. There were some classes that they deemed unnecessary for me to take, and I would have to pay for them myself by the time I graduated, if I wanted to receive my degree.

I must have re-read that letter a dozen or more times before I called them to see what was going on, and why now of all times was I just hearing from them. I had followed their outline of classes I needed, so why should I have to foot the bill. I had followed their counselors advice to the tee on taking these classes, so it shouldn’t fall back on me! A bill I couldn’t afford even with all my savings. I had received a full scholarship on top of everything else. I set up an appointment to find out what was happening for the next afternoon.

Apparently, they had changed a few things last year never thinking it would affect me, but it had, and I demanded some answers. They repeated themselves over and over as if they had a script to go by, and repeated that if I wanted my degree in May, I had to come up with the additional amount of money. I didn’t have any say in the manner, and I was at a loss of what to do. I needed that degree!

I left their office with an angry feeling that I had been taken advantage of, and made sure I slammed their door behind me hard enough to let them know just how mad I was. When I mentioned that I would fight it in court, they said to go ahead, but I would be throwing my money away because they would win. After a few days of sulking I gathered myself, and decided to do whatever I could do to get that money.

I tried getting a loan from different banks, but I was declined three times because I didn’t have a job that they felt would qualify me for a loan. That was when I remembered that ad in the newspaper about becoming a surrogate mother. I thought it over for a few days, and decided to apply. It didn’t mean I’d be chosen, and if I wasn’t comfortable with anything I could always back out immediately.

I called the number listed on the newspaper ad. As I listened to the phone ring through, I had other thoughts running through my head. When the lady on the other end finally answered, I told her I was answering the ad in the newspaper for a surrogate mother. She was so kind telling me that I would need to fill out an application first. Once that was done, the couple will conduct an interview one on one with me, and go from there. She wouldn’t give me any other information other than the man was an attorney, and his wife was a homemaker. I supplied the kind lady with my name and address so she could send me the application. Within three days I should have the application. She said I should be totally honest answering the questions, and supply anything else that would help me obtain an interview.

I could still back out at any time if I didn’t feel it was on the up and up, or if I didn’t feel comfortable with the questions being asked. At this point, I had nothing set in concrete, and they only had my name. Well, my address too, but they would have a hard time locating me on campus with my jobs and classes that kept me out of my room most of the time. I’m there only long enough to do a little studying, and to sleep.

When I went back to my dorm room a few days later, there was a letter waiting for me from an attorney’s office. I knew what it was immediately, and quickly opened it. There was nothing about the couple like I had hoped for. Not even their name so I could check them out in advance, but the letter was from an attorney explaining everything they felt I needed to know.

I almost fell off my chair when they said the couple is willing to pay $20,000. They would pay $10,000 up front at the signing of a contract, and the rest after the delivery of their full term baby. That would definitely help me with my dilemma in more ways than one.

I started filling it out right away. By midnight I had finished it completely, and had it ready to mail back in the morning. Now, to wait for the next step of the process.

 




The Long Process

I had another letter waiting for me by the end of the following week from the attorney’s office. I wasn’t sure if it really was on the up and up anymore. Nights of thinking that I had made a mistake filling out the questionnaire, a mistake that I could carry another persons baby, and the thought of just being pregnant itself just scared me to death. Then nightmares of being caught up in a money situation I didn’t think I could get out of, nightmares of not being able to graduate from college, and not knowing what was in store for me next. Everything seemed to be tumbling down on me that past week, and I didn’t know what I ought to do. I thought if I wasn’t one hundred per cent sure about it, I would not do it.

I set the letter on the table as I made myself a cup of pipping hot tea hoping it would relax me a little, and maybe it would help me sleep through the night. I knew I just couldn’t go on like this much longer without getting a decent night of sleep.

I placed my cup of tea on the end table as I opened the letter to see what it had to offer. Well, it looked promising, but there was another questionnaire they wanted answers to. I obliged by answering the first few questions, but at the end of the paper I stated that I didn’t like giving out personal information like this. I needed more information about the couple other than the little snip-it that had been provided in their first letter if I was to continue to be a candidate on carrying their baby.

I left the papers on the table, but did not seal the envelope, and went back to bed. During the sleepless night I decided maybe I ought to send them a questionnaire myself to see if they were a fit for me. I needed to know something more about them. I had researched the attorney address, and it was legit, but was the proposition they were offering legit? I thought about the questions I wanted to ask them before falling asleep. I felt I’d put the ball back in their court, and send them my questionnaire the next morning.

I didn’t like this cat and mouse game that it seemed to have been going on. I had two months left of college, and I needed answers, or a miracle to happen in my favor as soon as possible. In the meantime, I would have to work my butt off to get as close as I could to having the money needed for my classes. Talk about being up a creek without a paddle, that was how I was feeling.

After the week had passed of not hearing anything more from the attorney’s office, I figured that me wanting some information about the couple went over like a bowl of sour lemons. I didn’t feel bad sending it because I was putting a lot of information out there about myself that could be used in other ways. I didn’t have anyone to watch my back. I was alone in this situation.

However, when I went home that night after work, there was a letter waiting for me, and I couldn’t wait to open it. I found my questionnaire immediately. It hadn’t been answered at all. Not one single question had been answered. What a waste of my time, and effort to learn what I could about this couple. I almost just threw everything in the trash can when I saw that the letter was longer than usual from the attorney, and decided to read it anyhow.

It was a good thing I hadn’t tossed it after all. The attorney wanted to meet with me in his office where we could have a one on one chat. There was a good chance I might meet with the couple as well, if that was acceptable with me. The couple understood my apprehension on answering anymore questions without something in return. All I had to do was call his office to set up a time, and also keep in mind it might be a longer than a normal attorney-client meeting, so I would need to take that into consideration on my class or work schedule.

Well, that wasn’t what I had expected, but my time and effort had been considered by them now. I knew I could do it on Friday, in two days, where I wouldn’t miss any classes or work because my classes were done on line, and I could get that out quickly the night before. I also didn’t have to work until later that night. Now all I had to do was see if they could comply with that day and time as well.

The next morning when I called the attorney, Andrew Williamson, had agreed to the day and time without even asking the couple. He said he looked forward to meeting with me, and even suggested that if I had questions I wanted to ask, to have them ready because he would answer them then. Oh, I had questions alright. I had jotted them down on paper the next two days when I thought of them, including the ones on the questionnaire I had previously sent them. After all, I had a lot at stake here as well.

The next two days felt like they flew by faster than normal. It wasn’t until Friday early morning that I started to feel sick to my stomach from being nervous. I was a basket case by the time I left my dorm room to head downtown to the attorney’s office for the meeting. I made sure I wore an appropriate outfit to give a good first impression without overdoing it, but I still felt something was missing. As I got off the bus close to the office, I realized I didn’t have the confidence I thought I should have at this point. I saw a bench in the park close by, and quickly sat down for a few minutes to gather my wits and strength to continue on.

Finally, I decided it was now or never so I got up, and before long I was sitting in a small conference room waiting to be seen. I looked around taking in the room, and it’s contents. There was a framed mirror on the inside wall. I knew it had to be for someone on the other side to view as to what was being said in the room I was waiting in.

After what seemed forever, the door finally opened. It was just the attorney, no one else. He introduced himself to me as Andrew, but prefers to be called Drew, who would be answering my questions, and asking more questions. He was very polite, and I could feel a kindness from him immediately.

It was a rough start with the questions at first, and after answering about ten of them I was able to ask questions of my own. I made several notes on my paper with some questions he wasn’t able to answer right away. I could tell some of them made him feel uncomfortable, so after several that he didn’t answer, I just blurted out why all the secrecy of this couple when they wanted to know everything about me. It wasn’t what I had expected to happen at that meeting, and thought maybe I’d better leave so I wouldn’t waste anymore of his time, or mine.

As I stood up to leave, he stood immediately with a shocked look on his face. At that time the door quickly opened. A lady entered with tears in her eyes as she pleaded with me to please stay. I was so dumbfounded with all the commotion happening right then. I wasn’t sure if I should sit back down, or run as fast as I could out of there. What the heck was going on? Drew quickly rushed over to this lady putting his arms around her shoulders as she sobbed. Oh, I needed to run and run fast, but my legs refused to move.

Drew gave her a tissue right away once as she sat down in the chair next to him. She reached across the table placing her hand over mine as in a friendly manner introducing herself as Vivian, Drew’s wife, and they were the couple seeking the help to find a surrogate. I slowly pulled my hand away from her as she continued to explain everything. They hadn’t thought about what their secrecy had presented to the potential surrogates, until she had watched from the other side of the wall through that mirror. That was when she knew they needed
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