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Dedication

For Kaavia James and Zaya.

I am continually awed by the honor and responsibility of raising free Black girls. May you each embrace your vulnerability as your superpower, and may I not falter as I attempt to lead by example.
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Introduction

When I published my first book, We’re Going to Need More Wine, in 2017, I opened by saying that it felt like you and I were on a first date. We each brought our expectations, not sure if this was going to go anywhere.

Well, we’ve progressed in our courtship. And this book is like us going away for that first weekend together. Because just as you think you know someone, it turns out you actually have no idea who a person really is until you’ve traveled with them. That’s when you find out their bathroom habits, and if they’re really the morning person they claimed to be on Instagram. And we also see how much baggage we bring along with us.

We are going on a journey, and for this, you’re going to need something stronger.

I spent a long time planning this trip for you. Separately, we looked at the pictures of the house I picked for us to spend time in. “Oh my God, I can’t wait for this trip to start,” we said. And now we are here, and the house doesn’t quite look like it did in the glossy pictures. The beach is farther than the host advertised, the Wi-Fi is wonky, and as we explore the house we find doors that are locked to us.

Still, we nervously assure each other, “It’s charming.”

And a few hours in, we realize it actually is. Sometimes the less bright and shiny a home looks, the more it offers. We can appreciate a house for its history—for what it has weathered, and how it’s been lived in. See the places where someone has put love into it, the collaboration and collision of old and new construction. The house has great bones, it just needs tending to.

By the end of the first day, as if the house has warmed to us, we find the set of keys to those locked rooms. We are let in, trusted to see the photographs on the wall, the treasured books on shelves. All the signs of life and the good-ass energy that people were so purposeful in creating to fill this place. By the end of the journey, around when we really have a sense of the house and each other, this becomes our place.

As a lover of memoirs and biographies, I have benefited from authors revealing themselves so that, as readers, we can see ourselves. The truths collected in those pages—typed out letter by letter, as they were lived moment to moment—build a community of kindred strangers. I owe these writers a debt, and while I can never repay them, I can at least honor them by sharing my own truths here with you. Readers gather the courage to become storytellers, and the lifeline is passed, person to person, book by book. The message remains, Keep going.

There are people on the sidelines who will heckle us, lingering on the fringe just long enough to hear half a truth and twist even that into a weapon to run amuck with. I know from fellow readers who found kinship in my first book that efforts to shame me—in comments I probably never even saw—sent the message that it’s too dangerous to be honest. Your story has no value, certainly not when you weigh it against the cost: the emotional toll of telling your truth, or the discomfort it might cause someone hearing it. Better to be silent, and remain alone.

You are not. We are here together in this moment, and we can have compassion for each other. But of course, that starts with giving it to ourselves. That is an ongoing project for me, one that I have had to continually start over and over again from scratch through the events of my life, collected here in this book. There’s always something that lands you on your ass—even success, which comes with its own challenges. You think, There’s no way I can move on from this. I will never recover. I will never be the same.

No, you won’t be the same. Life, it turns out, is a series of mini deaths. And, thankfully, rebirths. You have to grieve the person you were before, and I have to acknowledge that I am not the same woman I was when I wrote to you four years ago. If you thought you knew me then, you are not alone. I thought I knew me, too.

So, let’s raise a glass as we start our trip. Here’s to getting to know each other better.
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Loved Even as a Thought

So. Where were we?

Right, you and I left off in October 2017, when my first book came out. The weeks before the release were filled with dreams of loss. Pets dying. My husband leaving me. Babies not being born. My therapist told me those dreams were my soul preparing for my true self to emerge after letting go of my grief. In the book, I had finally spoken openly about my fertility journey. I was having second thoughts—in fact, so many thoughts they were organizing to go on strike. But I knew I had to stay honest because I didn’t want other women going through IVF to feel as alone as I did. I had suffered in isolation, having so many miscarriages that I could not give an exact number. Strangers shared their own journeys and heartbreak with me. I had led with the truth, and it opened the door to compassion.

But from then on, it seemed every article about me used the phrase I had offered: “I have had eight or nine miscarriages.” This was always followed closely by my age, which at that time was forty-four. At least that stopped reporters from asking the question I got at every red carpet: “When are you and Dwyane gonna have a baby?” But my openness about pregnancy loss led journalists, friends, and strangers at the supermarket to cock their heads and ask a new question. It was presented casually, but not offhand. No, this was a statement, disguised as a question, that people thought I needed to hear right now.

“Why don’t you go the surrogacy route?”

Each time this was presented, I felt the constant, public prodding to acknowledge my body’s failures. “Just let some other, more capable, woman get the job done. Because you’re not capable.” It wasn’t my imagination. In life’s many comment sections, it was clear that I had wasted enough of everyone’s time. The messages were that I had prioritized my career, and now I was too old to have a kid. In fact, I owed that to Dwyane. I had robbed him of this child because I was an older woman—almost ten years older than D—and I had to have known my window was limited.

The reality is that I had been diagnosed with adenomyosis one year before, with the gag being that I’d had it since my early twenties. It was Dr. Kelly Baek, a freakishly intelligent, no-nonsense reproductive endocrinologist in L.A., who finally, accurately, diagnosed me with what every other doctor had missed. Before meeting her, I had gone through multiple rounds of IVF with leading doctors around the country. When you are in their offices you stare at the holiday cards behind them. Plump babies with beaming, relieved parents. Each baby is counted, with numbers reported to the CDC and officially tabulated to define that fertility clinic’s “success rate.” For the desperate like me, the CDC website has a handy table showing every clinic’s numbers. Picking one just now at random, I see it says, “Pregnancies: 225,” and then just below, “Deliveries: 177.” Then that gets divvied down to patients using their own eggs, and those using donor eggs. Those success-rate numbers are everything to a doctor, and keeping them up is why doctors don’t always want to work with older women or women with “unexplained infertility.” When a clinic prefers winners only, there isn’t much incentive to find an explanation. We, the worst cases, are simply weeded out.

But Dr. Baek saw the real issue at the first ultrasound, my uterus up there on a flat-screen in her exam room. “Oh,” she said, “so, you have adenomyosis.”

“What’s that?”

She pointed at the screen, right at this little black spot in a black-and-white ocean. “You can see right here—it’s endometriosis of the muscle.” My endometrial tissue, which lines the uterus, had grown into the muscular wall of my uterus. She explained that as the fetus grows, the adenomyosis covers it like a blob. It was also responsible for my low ovarian reserve.

Dr. Baek asked what my periods had been like. I told her in my early twenties, I’d gotten used to them lasting for a third of the month, passing huge clots, and bleeding through overnight pads. Bleeding like I’d been shot in the vagina. Doctors had prescribed birth control to “regulate” my period, not mentioning birth control is great at contraception, but not so great at treating heavy periods. It causes the absence of a period. What many people mistake for their “regulated” period is just breakthrough bleeding from taking the placebo in the final week.

Then as soon as I wanted to start trying for a baby around 2013, I was advised to cut out the middleman—nature—and start IVF because of my age. At forty, I had come off the pill, then took a seat on a roller coaster of hormone injections. And then came the miscarriages. It would have been impossible for me to tell if my uncommonly long periods were just my body returning to whatever issue I had before I started using birth control.

Dr. Baek pointed to the ultrasound again. “So, I would say it started in your early twenties then. It’s pretty pronounced, so I doubt this just arrived. I don’t know how anyone would have missed this.”

I looked at Dr. Baek. My world was suddenly slow motion. She crossed her arms. I looked at her pearl earrings, her hair tied back. I tried to focus on these details, but I was now adrift in that ocean on the screen, overcome all at once by waves of clarity, relief, and grief. Later, there would be anger that I had sat in the offices of the world’s leading IVF doctors, and all they saw was my age. There was no investigation into any other cause for my miscarriages, and I was never correctly diagnosed or treated.

The first time we were pregnant, it was All-Star Weekend years before. We called everyone and told my stepchildren, Zaire, Dada, Dahveon, and Zaya. We shared our joy, and then it was snatched away. After me, I would say the kids took it the hardest. Zaire and Dada were preteens, and Zaya was seven. It was brutal, because in addition to loss we also had to explain the concept of miscarriage. They took it as death of a sibling they never met, and they had never experienced the death of anyone close to them. How were they to feel about the absence of someone they never knew?

After that, we stopped telling anyone when I was pregnant. Which was often. There were times this would happen “naturally,” and times I would get pregnant with embryos implanted through IVF. I isolated myself, wishing I didn’t even have to involve Dwyane. Just deal with the shots and the positive pregnancy tests and the eventual spotting that signaled the beginning of another end. The reason I can’t tell you how many miscarriages I have had is that my life became one long loss. I numbed myself, growing used to the fact that life was not a series of heartbreaks, but an unending feeling of failure and rejection.

I realized I was staring at Dr. Baek. I looked down. The worst thing about hope is that it remains to taunt you, just out of reach. I still tried everything. Not just IVF, but bargaining with God. What had I done that God decided I was just not worthy? Was this some karmic or cosmic retribution? I had consulted healers, one of whom had told me, “If we tap into your spiritual core, do a clearing, I bet we can get you to a place where you can conceive and carry.” When all these measures failed—rituals, herbs, crystals, full moon chants—when I did all of the things you could possibly think of and none of them worked, maybe that just meant I was a bad person. And bad people were not worthy.

I returned my eyes to the ultrasound. The black dot.

“So, what do I do?” I could tell Dr. Baek was solutions-oriented.

“Your best chance for a healthy baby would be surrogacy.”

I nodded. Silently.

I was not ready to do that. I wanted the experience of being pregnant. To watch my body expand and shift to accommodate this miracle inside me. Is that what it would be to experience true oneness with another being? I wanted my heart to be in sync with her—to beat for her, and then with her.

I also wanted the experience of being publicly pregnant. I envied how pregnant people were revered, immediately respected and trusted and loved upon, as a vessel of life. I would forever shake off the distrust society has for women who, for whatever reason—by choice or by nature—do not have babies. I had paid the cost of that for years, and I wanted something for it. I understood the logic that I had embryos ready to implant in a gestational carrier instead of me. There would be no genetic relation between our baby and the carrier; the genes would be solely Dwyane’s and mine. But I still fought the idea.

I held out for a year after Dr. Baek suggested surrogacy, and instead chose to endure more IVF cycles and losses. Everyone comes to the decision differently. For me—for the person I was then, or was trying to be—choosing surrogacy would be acknowledging an “L.” I was a batter, literally batting zero percent. Couldn’t even get on base, and everyone in the outfield and all the positions was just pointing at me like, “You . . . you’re just striking out. Enough already. Just bring in the pinch hitter.”

The chant in my head began. “Pinch hitter! Pinch hitter!” It was my team saying it, then everyone in the stands, and even the guy in the parking lot selling throwbacks out of his trunk. Dr. Baek was now leading the chant, but D remained the loudest. He was excited at the prospect of our child. Finally, we could get on a route where we had a really good chance of ending up with a live birth. But I kept trying. With each subsequent loss, I heard, “We’re losing the game, and bitch, you’re getting older by the second. Give it up.”

Near the end of that year—that hopeful and hopeless year—I had a new plan to take Lupron, which basically quiets the adenomyosis. The strategy was I would do it, then implant our embryo and hope it grew faster than the adenomyosis returned to cover it and snuff it out. I was told it would give me a 30 percent chance of bringing a baby to term. But the side effects of Lupron can be intense: you’re basically throwing your body into early menopause and you can break bones very easily. Still, I was willing to take that risk for a 30 percent chance. Thirty sounds like a lot when you’ve had zero.

“Lemme go on with this and then circle back,” I told Dwyane. I would rather throw myself in front of home plate and get a hit-by-pitch, I thought, just so I can be awarded first base. Go down swinging before I call in this pinch hitter.

D was quiet, then said, “You’ve done enough.”

He said it with the authority of a coach doing the long slow walk to the pitcher’s mound. I shot a look at him. There was a desperation just dripping off him that I couldn’t ignore. A desperation of wanting things to be right with us. His journey was so different than mine. His was wrapped up in guilt and shame and embarrassment. And fear of losing me.

In 2013, before we were married, Dwyane had a baby with another woman. It should go without saying that we were not in a good place in our relationship at the time that child was conceived. But we were in a much better place when he finally told me about the pregnancy. To say I was devastated is to pick a word on a low shelf for convenience. There are people—strangers who I will never meet—who have been upset that I have not previously talked about that trauma. I have not had words, and even after untold amounts of therapy I am not sure I have them now. But truth matters.

“You’ve done enough,” he said. I looked at D with an instantaneous white-hot rage. Astonishment, really. I was fighting with my husband about what was best for my body? Did he really think that surrogacy and a baby was our chance to set it right? To rebalance? I said coolly, “You’re going to be the voice of reason now? Really? Really? Is that what we’re on today?”

He looked me in the eye. “As much as we want this baby, I want you,” he said slowly. “We’ve lost too much in our relationship for me to be okay with encouraging you to do one more thing to your body and your soul.”

I read those words now and hear them again. I didn’t receive this as concern at the time. It was an acknowledgment of failure. Because at that point I would have sold my soul for a win. To get out of the endless cycle of loss. What was the going rate for souls? What was mine worth, anyway? The experience of Dwyane having a baby so easily while I was unable to left my soul not just broken into pieces, but shattered into fine dust scattering in the wind. With desperate hands, we gathered what we could to slowly remake me into something new. There was no way to disguise where I’d been glued back together, so I was left to hope that the breakage and repair would at least be appreciated as history. A living contradiction of being solid but still broken; stronger and yet painfully delicate. But how do you value that soul?

The murmurs of the unseen crowd came at me again. “This woman is such a failure. And she has the nerve to be old. And she has the nerve to have a younger husband. And she has the nerve to stick with a guy who had a kid with somebody else.”

Clearly, my feelings weren’t originating from a healthy place. So much of what made the decision so difficult was that if I didn’t submit to a surrogacy, then I was convinced I needed to let Dwyane go. Even if he didn’t want to, I had to let him find someone who could give him what he wanted.

But I loved him. As our relationship went in and out through the years, the times when it wasn’t even about romantic love, I always loved him. Each day, he had worked to be forgiven, and I had chosen to love him and forgive him. And part of this journey of making peace with our love is also making peace with ourselves. I had come to accept that without that awful collision in our lives—this Big Bang moment in our relationship that set our galaxy as we knew it—he wouldn’t have become the man he desperately wanted to be, and I would not become the woman I dreamed of being. The astrophysics of love creates a dizzying paradox: The me of today would not have stayed with him, but would I be who I am now without that pain? That fiery explosion that created life and light? The advice I would give myself now would be to leave. “You don’t have to do this. You don’t think you have an option, but you do. Save yourself.”

I remember a small voice in my heart saying just that. My fear of public humiliation was so great that I didn’t take my own advice. In the aftermath, I invested so much time in making peace between us that I gave myself absolutely no self-care. And now there I was, still putting my life secondary to some shared mission. Why was I so willing to risk myself for a chance? If there was another way for me to bring my baby into the world, and have my health, why was it so hard for me to make peace with that?

Meanwhile, because I’d been public about my fertility issues, every interview eventually got to my miscarriages. One journalist asked me if I had learned anything about resilience from the experience. “I think I’m trying to learn the difference between resilience and neglecting my emotional reality,” I said. “They can feel the same. One sounds empowering and one is not helpful at all. I haven’t been able to figure that out consistently.” What was me proving my strength, and what was me dismissing the glaring truth of my pain?

I chose not to do the Lupron and told Dr. Baek I wanted to use a gestational carrier. Finally, I had to walk away from home plate, dragging my bat behind me. Take a seat on the bench so I could watch everyone cheer for somebody else.

We had three healthy embryos left. “They’re a hundred and ten years old,” I told Dr. Baek. “My eggs are like the Dead Sea Scrolls. You’ll have to bring in an archaeologist to certify their authenticity.”

We chose the embryo to transfer, a girl. Now we needed someone to carry her.

* * *

For weeks, I went down a rabbit hole of books—both fiction and nonfiction—surrogacy message boards, and conversations with our fertility agency. I was struck that even in the ostensibly feel-good industry of having wanted babies, racism showed up. You again? I thought. I know I can’t escape you, but really? Even here? Let me take you on the journey: At the top of the surrogate food chain were married white American women who have their own kids. The belief is that if they are married, they have a built-in support system, and if they have more than one child, there’s proof they can do the job. There’s extra credit if they have been a surrogate before. They know the ropes.

On the message boards, people can be anonymous, so they rank surrogates by race. I got the sense a lot of white families-to-be were more comfortable with brown people as surrogates—Latina and South Asian—who were often classified as “breeders.” Now, I am Black, and I am used to hearing how people speak of women of color, but this was some Handmaid’s Tale shit, and I stopped watching that after the first season. The pervading message was that if you were trying to be economical with the surrogacy journey, just find a womb housed in a brown body. They were literally lower-priced, and tended not to have the protections or fees of high-priced lawyers.

And the rate was indeed sliding. For a fee, there were people willing to let you dictate what the heck they eat, what shows they watch, what music they listen to, how much activity they do . . . So, I was this Black woman unable to have a child through my body, and here I was in this racial and ethical . . . does the word “quandary” even cover it?

We chose the most ethical agency we could find, and answered most of their questions about prerequisites with “We don’t care.” Religion, active lifestyle, diet . . . “Whatever you eat to have a healthy birth is fine with me,” I said. Why would I, a failure, fix my mouth to give advice to someone who was clearly a pro?

“What about race?” they finally asked. “Is finding a Black surrogate important to you?”

“But it’s the womb,” I said. “If there’s no genetic tie, what difference does it make?”

“Welllll, it matters to some people.”

“Hunh,” I said.

Here’s the power of a book: As we were starting the interview process of finding a surrogate, I read Little Fires Everywhere. We were in Cleveland, where Dwyane was playing for the Cavaliers, and I went to the Barnes & Noble to buy that book the day it came out. It spoke to me because it has a surrogacy storyline and takes place in Shaker Heights, an affluent suburb of Cleveland. We had considered getting a place there, and I found that Shaker was all the things Celeste Ng talks about in her novel. That accuracy added credibility to how she presented the surrogacy experience. Skip to the next paragraph if you haven’t read the book. A married couple asks one of the main characters, Mia, to artificially inseminate herself with the husband’s sperm because she is such a look-alike of the wife, who is unable to carry a baby. Once she is pregnant, Mia reneges on the deal, takes off with the baby, and raises her child with no knowledge of her origins.

The book is so well written that it did not matter how much this scenario was unlike any surrogacy agreement we would enter. We’d have a gestational carrier carrying our embryo, and eventually a baby with no genetic tie to her. I bought right into the pop-culture story of the runaway surrogate. We felt that we could minimize that risk and fear by choosing a white surrogate. Because if she ran off with a Black-ass baby, people might be more inclined to ask questions. The fact that I was thinking about that shit tells you a lot about the emotional daze I was in.

Our agency began interviewing potential surrogates, and we got a hit in October with a woman who had multiple kids and had been a surrogate before. The agency does background checks, not just on the potential surrogates, but their spouses and anybody who would have any interaction with her as a pregnant person. Oh, that’s deep, I thought. And kind of Big Brother–ish. As a Black person who is so surveilled in America, that threw me. Could I ask someone to submit to passing a test I wasn’t sure my own extended family would survive?

In the vetting process, this person didn’t disclose that her brother-in-law had been arrested for something. Someone from our agency acted personally offended, and though I was not, I did find it ironic that white surrogates had been prioritized and she was the one who lied about having a family member in trouble with the law. The agency was adamant that I move on. “We can no longer trust her,” I was informed. So, it was back to the drawing board.

Two months later, in early December, we were presented with a surrogate who seemed to check all the boxes. We were introduced over the phone, but the conversation I had with her and her husband was made awkward by the fact that we couldn’t reveal our identities to initially protect the anonymity of both parties. She said all the right things about how she had experienced the gift of life having her own kids, and wanted to give this gift to others. But I was cautious, having done so much research that I wondered if people were prepped to say that. Nobody’s going to say, “I need this money, so take my uterus.” That’s not going to feel good for anybody.

After she was cleared by Dr. Baek, who did her own interview and medical workup, we agreed to meet in person in her office. As I got dressed that morning, I realized this was like the best and worst blind date ever. I wondered what outfit said, “I’m grateful, but I’m also not a loser. I’m an actress, but I’m not Hollywood. I’m not some Hollywood actress, you know, farming out her responsibilities.” I wish I could tell you what I chose, but it’s been blocked out by that oppressive fear of being judged. I was not comfortable in what I saw as my failure, but I also did not want to fail at this, too. Because this woman and her husband had the power to look at me and say, “Ennh . . .” I desperately needed this person to like me and accept me. Accept us, since I was standing in also for Dwyane, who was in the middle of the season. I was very aware that the surrogate and her husband didn’t know we were Black.

I got there early because I am psychotic and early for everything. Dr. Baek put me in a small office, and the liaison from our agency arrived. “Are you okay?” she asked. “Are you comfortable?”

I smiled and nodded, unable to put words to the feelings. There had been so much fear and failure, but now there was a vague relief that I was finally here. And something else: anticipation. I had not let myself have that for so long that I had difficulty recognizing it.

The door opened.

Like a blind date, you look everywhere at once, knowing you are being looked at, too. The first thing I noticed was a nose ring. Oh, I thought, she’s a cool-ass white girl.

And then I noticed her notice me. Her eyebrows shot up. “Oh, ho ho ho,” she said. There was an excitement to her voice and I smiled. “This is such a trip. I have your book on hold at four different libraries.”

And I knew (a) she was a reader and (b) she frequented libraries. I have never been done wrong by readers. I started laughing, and we hugged.

“So, I guess now I can get a copy, huh?” she joked.

“Yeah,” I said, meaning yes to everything. Her name was Natalie, and when her husband came in I saw they matched. Earthy free spirits with an aura of goodness to them. They had an easy rapport and were openly affectionate with each other. I hadn’t known that would be so important to me, knowing that she had a partner in this. I called D and put him on speaker, and as they directed their attention to the phone, I looked up at them. I don’t know if I would have trusted everyone’s explanation for why they wanted to be a surrogate. It might even be more comfortable for some people if it was clear that this was done for financial reasons. But these guys were legit. You’re those people, I thought. You really want to help others.

I was very aware that we only had three embryos. If I was going to trust one of those prized embryos to someone, I felt like I could trust a reader.

“She has a nose ring,” I told Dwyane when I called from the car after. “I don’t know why that makes her even more trustworthy . . .”

“This is good,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said, scrunching my eyes into a wince. “Yeah.”

* * *

We were back in Dr. Baek’s office in February, this time in an exam room for the embryo transfer. Natalie lay on the table, knees up with a sheet covering her, and her husband and me on either side of her. I went alone, because Dwyane was still playing.

The room was darkened to better show the ultrasound Dr. Baek used to guide the catheter into Natalie’s uterus for the transfer of this tiny embryo. The embryo that would become our daughter. The lower light added to the feeling that this was something sacred, and on-screen, we were able to watch the catheter go into Natalie’s uterus as Dr. Baek narrated everything we were seeing. When I am nervous, I usually crack jokes to put myself and other people at ease. But I was quiet.

The moment she pressed the plunger to transfer the embryo there was this bright burst of light into the void. It was like watching the birth of a star. I gasped, unable to help myself, and Natalie smiled. We knew we would have to wait two weeks for a pregnancy test, but for now we all kept our eyes on this starburst. We just had to hope that the light stayed bright and was not extinguished. As it had been so many times in my body.

As we waited those two weeks, there was a sense of angels surrounding Dwyane and me, and now this baby. His longtime agent Hank Thomas had died in January, and he was more of a father figure to Dwyane than an agent. It was at his funeral that D mended fences with Pat Riley, the Miami Heat’s team president and his former coach. It felt like a righting of wrongs and a new beginning. And it signaled his return to the Heat on February 9, 2018. Five days later, seventeen-year-old Joaquin Oliver was shot and killed outside his creative writing class at Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School in Parkland, Florida. He was among the fourteen students and three staff members murdered that Valentine’s Day. Joaquin was such a huge fan of D’s that his parents knew he would want to be buried in his #3 Heat jersey. D had always been conscious of his impact outside basketball, but in that time, I watched him become clear about his responsibility as a leader in society, in culture, and in our family. At the first home game after the shooting, Dwyane wrote Joaquin’s name on his sneakers and hit an impossible game-winner in a 102–101 victory. He scored fifteen of the final seventeen points, and the feeling in the arena was that Joaquin was there.

In this surreal four-week span, Dwyane and I had seen death and created life. When we got the positive pregnancy test, my first thought was “Wow. Shit. This is really happening.” The due date was Thanksgiving. A little too on the nose, but there it was.

In the midst of this, I had started filming the pilot for L.A.’s Finest, a series I would star in and executive produce. I’d built the production around the idea that with proper planning and communication, a boss can prioritize parenting for employees and employers, and still run everything efficiently. When I’d asked Jessica Alba to be my costar, she didn’t think it was possible.

“I just gave birth,” she had said. “I’m nursing.”

“I got you,” I assured her. “This makes you the best person for the job. You’re somebody who best knows how to use time. If we run a great production, you will have all the time in the world to nurse.” I believed that if we planned it right, we could change the mentality surrounding working mothers and active parents in the industry. Just by welcoming breastfeeding in the workplace and bringing kids to the office, we could signal a slight change in perspective to show people that nourishing a child is not a nuisance. Communicating and planning—the things we don’t do well in Hollywood—were what we needed to attract people who actually wanted to get home for bedtime and feed their kids.

From that first pilot, it worked. We created what we had never seen, and I could see it in the way Jessica was able to do her work and parent with the help of our crew. I didn’t tell anyone that I created a world for her that I was hoping to have for myself. Natalie was still only in the beginning of her first trimester, but things were going well. I pictured taking my daughter to the set and having a crib in my trailer. If it took a pinch hitter to have that dream, hell, I’d cheer her on, too.

We’d even begun to pick out names. When I was in my twenties and thought my life was going to be a little different, I’d begun keeping lists of baby names. There was one name I saw at the end credits of a TV show or movie: Tavia. Well, that would be pretty, I thought, with a K. Kavia. That name made it onto every new, hopeful list I kept.

Dwyane knew the list by heart, too, and we both felt it. This hope, this starburst, was her.

I was in a production meeting for L.A.’s Finest when Dr. Baek called. I stepped out of the room as soon as I saw her number. With remarkable care and directness, she told me Natalie was spotting.

“Oh,” I said. This was always the first sign I was miscarrying. “Oh,” I said again, meaning, “Fuck, come on. No. Come on.”

There was an issue with her cervix. Dr. Baek said Natalie would have to go on bed rest right away.

“So, it’s not a miscarriage,” I said, adding a quiet “yet.”

“No,” she said, with kindness in her voice. “But there is a fifty-fifty chance that she will miscarry.”

All the joy, the euphoria, that I had felt watching my starburst of a daughter be shot into the womb . . . I let it go. Within seconds, after years of loss, my mind knew just how to keep this at arm’s length. If I connected to this baby, she would be taken from me at any moment. I cursed myself for getting comfortable. And in those seconds, there was another thought: my baby was rejecting somebody else for once. My embryos didn’t just find me unworthy, they even refused to thrive in this perfect, proven winner. Even the pinch hitter struggled. It wasn’t just me.

I had to deliver this news to Dwyane, after being the bearer of this kind of news so many times. Oh, God, here comes the fucking Grim Reaper again? I was always crushed first by my own realization, and then again seeing that pain and disappointment in his face. Now, Dwyane had so much going on that he was not emotionally fragile, but open. He’d lost his father figure, and was handling all of the love, and also the responsibility, that came upon our return to Miami. And he was playing incredible basketball. In the midst of this wildly heartbreaking and high-stakes time in his life, I was very aware that the positive pregnancy test—knowing our daughter was coming—was something he held on to with everything he had.

And now I had to take it away. I hit his number. “She’s spotting,” I said. He knew exactly what that meant. “It’s fifty-fifty. She needs to go on bed rest.”

“Fifty-fifty,” he said.

I left my body, floating over myself. And I stayed there. I watched Dwyane and Natalie, and her husband, become very present in how they approached this moment. Natalie went on bed rest, and I knew what an added hardship that was on her and her family. A stranger had committed to this, knowing this was a possibility in theory. But life happens. Life is the doing.

D prayed. It was near the end of the season, and Dwyane began to secretly write our daughter’s name on his sneakers for games, the same way he had done to honor Joaquin. No one knew what it meant. She was with him, no matter the space or risk between them.

Me? I continued to float just above the scene, very aware that I was a balloon that could drift away at any moment. In exploring the dark parts of myself, I understand my version of dissociative fugue, a disappearing act I do under stress that can involve literal fleeing or, in this case, an emotional departure from my surroundings and circumstances. I fought it, trying to get back into this experience. I needed to tie myself to someone’s wrist, but I was not ready to tether myself to this embryo. My attachment could only bring harm.

The closest I could get was Natalie. I reached down from the air to fasten myself to her with a loose knot. I started conversations about books we’d read, sharing experiences I could still keep at a slight distance. Things that were safe.

Over the passage of weeks and books, the bed rest seemed to be working. The embryo’s heartbeat remained strong, and the issue with Natalie’s cervix mended itself. Near the end of the first trimester, we all returned to Dr. Baek’s office, this time with Dwyane, for the first 4-D ultrasound. Two couples crowded into a room built for one, awkward in our affection for each other, yet still feeling like strangers. This was the first time Dwyane had even met Natalie and her husband in person, and our hugs were those of people who did not know each other but had survived something as a unit. She was showing me her stomach, turning to the side, cupping the weight of my own maternal ineptitude. This growing bump that everyone thought I wanted to see was now a visual manifestation of my failure. I smiled, wanting to show I—we—were so happy and grateful. Absolutely there was that genuine feeling. But part of me felt more worthless. My pinch hitter was knocking it out of the park. I couldn’t hit a ball and not only was she hitting every curveball, but when they changed pitchers in the middle of the count, she was still hitting ’em. A regular Babe Ruth, calling her shot.

And I was the statistician, taking notes on weight and BPMs. It’s like Ring Night, when you’re looking at the twelfth guy on the championship team like, “Are you really gonna wear that ring? You didn’t do shit. You didn’t even play.”

Natalie lay down for Dr. Baek to pass the ultrasound wand over the bump. “There she is,” she said.

And she was. There. Here. This very clear little baby in there. Her big-ass head, her spine, her little heart pumping, pumping, pumping. Determined to live. It was suddenly incredibly real. Dwyane took my hand, and there was so much happiness on his face, I lost it. My cry was a choke stopped up in my throat, tears streaming down.

It was grief. I’d had nine miscarriages. I say the following with the caveat that I am steadfast in being pro-choice. I was on a fertility journey at forty-four. The smallest cell was weighted with the expectation of life. A zygote was a baby, just on potential alone. When one of my eggs was examined, that was a
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